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THERE never was a time, when every 
ſpecies of publication more abour dea. 
yet the dearth of readers has never been 
more generally lamented. The ſource of 
the complaint riſes from vanity or intereſt. 
The luſt of fame ſtimulates on the one hand, 
the luſt of lucre on the other, I write, 
ſays Independence, wholly for amuſement, 
but why publiſh? Your compoſitions muſt 
be equally agreeable to yourſelf in the cloſet, 
as in the world. hae 6 
The poet is not the moſt backward to mur- 
mur at the ſupineneſs of admiration. The 
vagaries of capricious fancy are fondly 
placed by this Narciſſus amongſt the. hap- 
pieſt flights, and too partial to convict his 
muſe of a blemiſh, he arrogates from the more 
equal judgement of others a profuſion. of 
1 5 2 ap- 


applauſe on beauties, which, before they 
_reliſh, it is requiſite, they ſhould bows hel 
hend. 
wy —_ bids” but MI. for univerſul mo- 
tice. It may be obſerved, that the mere 
verſifier familiarly aſſumes the character of 
the bard,' as if the meaſurement of ſyllables, 
or what has been termed a knack of rhyme,” 
_ were a ſufficient ſuccedaneum for thoſe ſtrokes 
of genius, which alone conſtitute the poct. 
Add to this, that the ſubject uſually ſelected 
rather to accommodate the author, than to 
_ gratify the reader, is either trifling, and 
- ofily deſerves the regard of triflers, or when 
ſerious the ſub 5 frequently eclipſes the 
"merits of the per! ormance. When the latter 
, * ſupports a dignity adequate to the former, 
. "the ſucceſs of the piece has been anſwerable 
to the moſt Fig mv ExpeAarions: of the 
priya „ Phot By, 
1 But readers are more numerous, than it 
may be enerally preſumed.” The individual, 
© who has not received che leaſt glimmerings 
of mental improvement, muſt be of the loweſt 
Als a © rata avis” fince the rays of learn 
"In Dave ave been more generally diffuſed through 
5 8 re de of thoſe” "Doſpitals called nur- 
el eri education, glafing in capitals at 
Thy of an, . 1 4+? ſchools: en- 
3 2 ae that charity, which 
4 for the welfare o ociety; which ſome 
devilles may affect to deride with a ſpe- 
cious 
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. -cious. fallacy of argument, but can never 
diſprove its uſe. here this tree produces 
not the choiceſt fruit, the defect muſt be oc 
caſioned by want of nurture, by want of 
attention in governors, who are ſo forward 

to ſubſcribe their gold, and ſo very backward 
to ſubſcribe a little portion of their time. 

If at moſt we except the drudge (the gal- 
ley flave) of buſineſs, x he uſually 
finds, when ſufficiently candid to confeſs it, 
no inconſiderable ſhare of idle intervals; if 

we except the prodigal, who never can return 

from total diſſipation, whoſe ſoul, worthy of 
the body. which it tenants, * cannot with- 
out violence be pronounced rational, and 
who muſt be dead to that ſpur of emulation, 
that decent ſpirit, which animates others 0 
ene in the ſituation in which they are 
placed, and in the ſociety of which they Ns 
members; if we except theſe talking vege- 
| Lables, the reſidue. of mankind. are — af ; 
and when indifferent to the purſuits of know- 
laden, wiſh, to improve their, happineſs - 

the enlargement of their ideas. WY 

"Thi be fop, N of humanit 
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applauſe on beauties, which, before they 
reliſh, it is requiſite, they ſhould compre- 
hend. 

Poetry bids but ill for univerſal no- 
tice. It may be obſerved, that the mere 
verſifier familiarly aſſumes the character of 
the bard, as if the meaſurement of ſyllables, 
or what has been termed “ a knack of rhyme,” 
were a ſufficient ſuccedaneum for thoſe ſtrokes 
of genius, which alone conſtitute the poct. 

Add to this, that the ſubject uſually ſelected 
rather to accommodate the author, than to 
gratify the reader, is either trifling, and 
only deſerves the regard of triflers, or when 
ſerious the ſubject frequently eclipſes the 
merits of the performance, When the latter 
ſupports a dignity adequate to the former, 
the ſucceſs of the piece has been anſwerable 
to the moſt ſanguine expectations of the 
writer. ; | 8 
But readers are more numerous, than it 
may be generally preſumed. The individual, 
who has not received the leaſt glimmerings 
of mental improvement, muſt be of the loweſt 
claſs; a © rara avis” fince the rays of learn- 
ing have been more generally diffuſed through 

the medium of thoſe hoſpitals called nur- 
ſeries of education, glaring in capitals at 
the corner of every /reet, or of ſchools en- 
dowed in every paris by that charity, which 

toils for the welfare of ſociety; which ſome 
M.andevilles may affect to deride with a ſpe- 
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cious fallacy of argument, but can never 
diſprove its uſe. Where this tree produces 
not the choiceſt fruit, the defect muſt be oc 
caſioned by want of nurture, by want of 
attention in governors, who are ſo forward 
to ſubſcribe their gold, and ſo very backward 
to ſubſcribe a little portion of their time. 
If at moſt we except the drudge (the gal- 
ley ſlave) of buſineſs, though he uſually 

finds, when ſufficiently candid to confeſs it, 
no inconſiderable ſhare of idle intervals; if 
we except the prodigal, who never can return 
from total diſſipation, whoſe ſoul,'worthy of 
the body which it tenants, “ cannot with- 
out violence be pronounced rational, and 
who muſt be dead to that ſpur of emulation, 
that decent ſpirit, which animates others to 
figure in the fituation in which they are 
placed, and in the ſociety of which they are 
members; if we except theſe talking vege- 
tables, the reſidue of mankind are readers; 

and when indifferent to the purſuits of know- 
ledge wiſh to improve their happineſs by 
the enlargement of their ideas. 

The fop, ( 92 excreſcence of humanity !) 
turns over his ſheets of ribaldry, or frolick dull- 
neſs, while the dreſs of the day is preparing; 
even he retains, what he has peruſed, eſpecially 
if the ſubject is not worthy of Reflection. 
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The ſtudent in the cloſet ſelects produc- 
tions, which claim reſpect. The phileſehher 
of aſtronomy, abſorbed in the divine feaſt of 
thought, invites the miſteries of nature to 
the aid of moral wiſdom. The prieſt vin- 
dicates the truths, and diſplays the triumphs 
of revelation; fired by the example of its 
bleſſed author he blunts the arrows of deiſm, 
and plucks the ſting from inſidelity. 

Such themes are the manna of the ſou]; 
the pleaſure, which never ſatiates; when 
imagination ſubmits to the control of judge- 
ment, and when reaſon riots not in the de- 
lirium of conjecture, the head is not, as 
too generally to be remarked, at variance 
with the heart; and the author, conſcious 
of the regard due to his intentions, is happy 
to experience the approbation of thoſe, to 


whole intereſt his hours have been devoted. 


Writers cannot hope ſucceſs, where the 
ſubject of their compoſitions is not intereſting. 
Pieces of levity, though admired for their 
ſeaſon, will ſoon be no more remembered. 
There is diſſipation in reading, as in life, 
and in life one ſcheme of diſſipation for ever 
vaniſhes to give place to another. 

The bee ſips the flowers, whoſe ſweets will 
repay his toil; the butterfly, frolicking 
amongſt them, values them only as they 


conduce to his amuſement, or gratify his 


ſenſe. 
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Er) 
ſenſe. Thus the book reflects the diſpoſition 
of its admire. EN 
In novels, thoſe exquiite paſtimes of in- 
dolent curioſity, the characters muſt be 
ſtripped of the ſuperfluous glitter of romance, 
muſt be marked with the principles of na- 
ture, before they receive confirmed applauſe. 
The taſte of the preſent age is too ſubdued to 
reliſh extravagances, which mock credulity ; 
and before we ſympathiſe with diſtreſs, or 
laugh with gaiety, we ſhould at leaſt be de- 
ceived into the reality of the ſcenes, by the 
conſiſtency of the repreſentation, | 
In leſs civilized zras, when the phantoms. 
of knight errantry floated in every page, and 
every ſentiment teemed with wonder, when 
the imagination was entranced by enchanted 
caſtles, and man was pictured in extremes, ex- 
alted to the giant or diminiſhed to the pigmy; 
for fancy can add to, or take from the ſta- 
ture half the cubits it contains) what ecſtacies 
thrilled the boſom of the reader, who loved 
to wander in theſe fairy regions, and waked 
reluctantly from his dream | 3 N 
But viſion ſubſides in its turn to truth. 
When the manners are poliſhed by a 5% in- 
tercourſe with ſociety, and the chain con- 
necting the ſeveral orders, and degrees, is 
linked in a continued progreſſion, we natu- 
rally deſire to ſee mankind as they are: hence 
in childhood, when the ſpirits are on the 
* wing 
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wing for new objects of attention, and cre- 
dulity prevents the labor of ſelection, the 
mind clings to every charm, which attracts 
it, undiſturbed with anxiety, and uncon- 
troled by prudence, 

Ye paſtimes of my youthful enthuſiaſm, why 
was your reign ſo 7 Why was I forced 
from thoſe boundleſs vrofpedts of delight, 
where every field ſmil'd with never-fading 
verdure, and every ſhade whiſpered the notes 
of happineſs, to mix with the tumults of a 
world, fatally deceiving, and deceived, whoſe 
eve path leads to a wilderneſs of cares 

he candidate for public applauſe will 
find public judgement greatly on the reſerve. 
When the book pleaſes, the name of the 
author is ſought with avidity; as if the reader 
from gratitude deſired to know the man, to 
whoſe abilities he is indebted for his amuſe- 
ment, or inſtruction. Compoſitions ſtamped 
with inferior marks of genius are more fa- 
vorably regarded, when the product of a pen, 
vrhoſe reflections have pleaſed before; when 
praiſe is refuſed, we heave the ſigh of pity, 
but can rarely lower the frown of cenſure. 

Ridicule has arraigned this ardor of en- 
quiry; ſolicitude about the name of a writer 
has been deemed an impertinence congenial 

with a thirſt to know the color of his coat ; but 
though we ſmile at the jeſt, we cannot pro- 
nounce it truth, A plaufible title page, a 
| motto 
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motto exciting curioſity, the trail of prefaces, 
and pomp of dedications, are excellent de- 
coys to the careleſs obſerver, but though 
they ſurpriſe, like meteors, for their moment, 
the luſtre is not ſufficient to pierce the gloom, 
encompaſſing a work of dullneſs, | 
What ſwarms of authors daily {ink in the 
ſtream of oblivion, while the rari nantes“ 
reach the ſhore of reputation! but the la- 
mentable neceſſities of the writer draw on a 
concomitant evil, the choice in others of 


; | ſubjects repugnant to his talents. The 


bookſeller treats not with the man, but with 
his name, He who has been conſecrated b 
the applauſes of the literary republic is the 
only plunder deemed legal, or rather found 
3 beneficial by this worm, that battens on the 
23 ſpoils of ingenuity. What miſery to find 
liberal profeſſions io perpetually converted 
into mercenary trades | 
Writers have as uſually recourſe to ſome 
ſtateſman of bis hour, Party conflicts, 
though they diſgrace the pen of e/7ablifhed 
reputation, are inviting paſſports to prefer- 
ment. Theſe ſubjects, when they ſoar above 
the limits of ſlander and invective, when 
_ zeal for the emolument of a kingdom is not 
made the pretence to indulge private ani- 
moſities, are not deſtitute of uſe. The cor- 
ruption of exalted individuals, the , guilt or 
the ignorance of cabinets, are bared to the 
„ 1 public 
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public view, while the ſcience of geography, 
and the hiſtorical anecdotes of various na- 
tions, the treaties, which connect, or the 
intrigues, which ſeparate their ſeveral inter- 
eſts, are ſo familiarly expanded, that im- 
provement neceſſarily reſults to thoſe, who 
as readers might not otherwiſe exiſt. 

_ True it is, that a deluge of political ab- 
ſurdities too frequently ariſes from theſe ve- 
nal productions. Power may not be able to 
ſecure thoſe, whoſe abilities will moſt eſlen- 
tially ſupport it, for abilities and integrity 
are not always diſunited ; infertority ſome- 
times bears away the prize, but rewards are 
of a ſhort continuance, where the unſkilful 
advocate injures the party, whole welfare he 
was retained to protect, When the channel 
of pay is diverted, the advocate is ſilenced. 
He feels no anxiety for concerns, which are 
the immediate objects of his patron; and 
as he has been hired to advance doctrines, he 
muſt receive wages to defend them. 

The editor of the following ſheets has 
occaſionally ſacrificed at the political ſhrine ; 
he has caught the contagion, from which 
few, if any, have eſcaped, If he has not 
calumniated characters, which demand ve- 
neration ; if he has not tortured facts to the 
- purports of a cauſe, which his principles 
have adopted, and which he never can re- 

nounce; if he has not proſtituted his labors 
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to the artifice of faction, but has reconciled 
the muſe to the voice of frecdom; he is hap- 
py to have ſpurned neutrality, and to have 
counteracted opinions, which cannot be en- 
tertained, unleſs actuated by prejudice, or 
directed by gain. 

The lovers of their country will, he 1s 
perſuaded, acquit him of the former; the 
molt h:reling critie can never convict him of 
the latter; and the critic is ſurely the moſt 
proper to be appealed to in caſes of a bribe, to 
which he is familiariſed by profeſſion ! 

'The editor could wiſh that the conduct of 
his compoſitions were equally unexception- 
able with the intentions of his heart; and 
that the man of taſte, and erudition, could 
point out no greater errors in the one, than 
the ſlave of party, or that more eligible referee 
his own conſcience, can condemn in the other. 

But if he has freely exhibited the characters 
of the political, he has been unreſerved 
in bis dclineation of thoſe in the Iiterary 
world ; the fondneſs to leve] eminence with 
med:ocrity may be alledged | againſt him. 
This ſpring of action, deteſtable in its na- 
ture, is deteſtable to himſelf, and he cheer- 
fully reſts the merits of the accuſation on the 
propriety of his draughts. If his pencil is 
dipped in truth, the colors of the painter can 
never be reproached. Deformity may /it for 
admiration, but ſhe has only to thank ker 
| own 
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own vanity, when ſhe meets with diſap- 
pointment. 

Specimens of a work have been officiouſly 
obtruded to anticipate the ſentiments of the 
public; of the preſent eſſays no mention 
ſhall be made. Self-compliments from an au- 
thor are contempts of court, for the reader 
is a judge, to whom he has ſpontancouſly 
appealed ; and ſelf-accuſation is only to be 
underſtood, as praiſe in diſguiſe, When thus 
expoſed to cenſure for every thing he ſays, how 
ſhall the writer ſpin out a preface ? as many 
prefaces have been made before, by laying no- 
thing—to the purpoſe. 

Authors have been pronounced, and from 
their pre- poſſeſſions are experienced to be 
fathers of their works. When the offspring 
of the winged creation are ſent out into the | 
world, nature has influenced the parent to 
leave them to themſelves. It is his care, (and 
inſtinct, that ſuſficiency of reaſin in the 
animal ſtem, is his faithful director) to 
check their eagerneſs for flight, till maturity 
of ſtrength has enabled them to maintain 
the courſe, they muſt purſue, 
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Ingenia melius reaa ſe in laudes ferunt, 
i nobilem animum vegeta LIBERTAS alt. 


Sexec, Hippolyt. Ar, II. Sc. ii. 


I. | 
ö HERE, cn my much-lov'd native ſhore, 
5 Beneath the naval oak reclin'd, 
; While the hoarſe billows? diſtant roar 
3 To contemplation ſooths my mind, 
b Iſtrike the warbling lyre—Propi ious Muſe, 
: - Deſcend, and o'er my ſoul infuſe 
3 All thy celeſtial fire; 
For well my tow'ring ardor may demand 
The friendly guidance of thy hand 
2 O'er Poeſy's enchanted plains ; 
2 ; Well ſue thee to inſpire 
With ALL thy ſacred ſtores : my dating ftrains 
That heav'nly boon reſound, harmonious Maid, 
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1 W hich ſtamps the ſeal of life on thy indulgent aid. 
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II. | 
But — whence this ſudden blaze of lipht, J 
Which breaks the ſhade'sencircling gloom? . 
What ſplendors, pouring on the ſight, 
Around diffuſe a vegetative bloom? 
—— 'Tis Liberty from yonder cloud, 
A tranſient veil her charms to ſhrowd, 
Firm guardian of Britannia's fate, 
She glows reveal'd in radiant ſtate : 
Enrob'd with variegated veſt, 
Fountain of joy, thou ſmil'ſt confeſs'd. 
*T'is Liberty—this roſy hand 
Waves Plenty's animating wand ; 
The other—fill'd with Learning's ſtore, 
All the mines of Attic ore; 
A ſacred troop—the tuneful Nine, 
. The Graces, Loves, and Pleaſures join; 
| Virtue and Honor crown the genial train, 
And raiſe the choral hymn to Freedom's reign. | 


III. | 
Fill high the grape's exulting ſtream, 
Pour oceans with unbounded ſoul; 
Fill high, till, laughing o'er the brim, 
The 9 — treaſure loads the bowl; 
Shed 
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Shed to Freedom's ſacred pow'r 
The rich libation's grateful ſhow'r ; 
And—as the purple tranſports flow, 
The tuneful ſweets of muſic bring : 
*Tis Freedom calls—adieu to woe 
Haſte —ſtrike the ſounding firing. 
Roving through the blooming land, 
Cull ev'ry flow'r that decks the meads; 
All that Spring's luxuriant hand 
On the lap of Nature ſpreade. 
At Freedom's hallow'd ſhrine 
Expand the variegated mine, 
And rearing high the trump of Fame 
Swell the notes to Freedom's name ; 
Till falt'ring Rapture labors to ſupply 
Her heav'nly feaſt to cheer the ſoul of Harmony, 


IV. 
Hail, life-endearing Freedom! hail ; 
By thee my careleſs foot-ſtep treads 
The gently-riſing plain, the lowly vale, 
As wayward Fancy leads; 
Nor, fetter'd by a Sultan's ſway, 
Far from the vital beam of day, 
; Thruſt Ii ving in a clay-cold tomb, 
Feel I appall'd the midnight gloom; 
| Bz Coen: 
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Condemn'd to pour ti” unpity'd groan, 
For ſome ſlight faul. perhaps for none: 
Nor meanly trembling, like the Gaul, 
Slave to an ideot tyrant's call, 
(Who, creeping to a pamper'd miſtreſs' nod, 
Scoffs at religion, and deſies his God) 
Cringes my ſupple ſoul, which boldly ſprings, 
Nor fears to frown on vices—ev'n inkings. 


* 

Hail, Goddeſs ! bail thy veſtal glow 
Pervades my ſoul—th' e page 
Swells ev'ry nerve —'gainſt Freedom's foe 
I burn—wita more than mortal rage. 

Rous'd to the ſcene of blood—by thee 

Th' unconquerable holt J ſee 

Stalk o'er indignant Crefly's plain; 

I ſee, on Agincourt's immortal field 

Unnumber'd ſquadrons yield ; 

Caught by the glare of Fame, ſurvey 

The triumph of Culloden's day, 

When warlike William, born to ſtem 
Rebellion's ſtormy ſtream, 

Bids the fierce trumpet wake th' alarms: 

The gen':ous champions ruſh to arms: 
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Proud | 
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Proud Caledonia's reſtleſs ſwain, 
Unaw'd by Union's ſacred chain, 
Who, like a peſt, ſtill burns to ſpread 
Deſtruction on a ſiſter's head, 
Scar'd at the frown of injur'd right, 
Far from the work of Death precipitates his 
flight. | 


VI. | 
Oh! Liberty, thy glorious claim 
Fill'd the long rolls of earliz/? time; 

By thee the warrior o'er the ſteep of Fame 
Dar'd with unweary'd toil to climb; 
Through dim Antiquity's ſurrounding aight, 

In firm majeſtic row 
Th' undaunted heroes plow, 
And ſtrike my wond' ring ſight, 
Proceed, celeſtial Muſe, proceed; 
My feet to yon' brave Spartan lead, 
Who with the charms of conqueſt fluſh'd 
Through fighting myriads ruſh'd, 
While by a manly few ſuſtain'd 
His ſtreaming ſword the paſs maintain'd ; 
The havghty Perſian, who deplor'd 
The ſhort, ſhort period of an army's breath, 
When Nature drove alone the dart of Death, 
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Now views with doubled pain 
His flaughter'd ſquadrons ſtrew the plain, 
Himſelf an exile, and a vagrant lord. 


| VII. 
Hence—to th' embattled walls of Rome, 
Where many a chief has ſought his doom ! 
Where ofc the miſtreſs of the world, 
In ruin, and confuſion hurl'd, 
Has drop'd the heaving figh; 
Where frowning from on high, 
Along the Capitol's aſpiring tow'r, 
In War's fell cradle nurs'd the Gaul 5 
Feels, midſt his triumph feels th' avenging 


Ppow'r, 4 

Wak'd by the Swan's protective call, ; 
(Who then perhaps in dying ſtate I 
Tun'd the ſhrill note's ill-boding fall, 3 
Sadelegy of Roman fate) | = 


They riſe, they conquer—flouncing on their prey 
The vultures, with a ſcream, reluQant yield the 
day, | 


„„ 5 
Far from the ſcenes of joy, „ 
Sorrow, thy philoſophic ſtrain employ; 
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The ſun, whoſe beams' majeſtic glow 
In dawning luftre ſhone, declining ſhrowds 
His melancholy face in clouds, 
See! on Pharſalia's plain 
Proud Cæſar rears Rebellion's rod! 
Rous'd by the faithleſs nod 
Friends leagu'd with foes, promiſcuous train, 
Swell with a frantic ire— 
— The ſon flies headlong on his fire; 
The ſlave, high brandiſhing his ſword, 
Points at the boſom of his lord. ry 
— Where, where is ſunk the gen'rous flow 
Of Roman virtue ?—hete the ſcorn 
Which dar'd of old a tyrant's threats to ſpurn? 
Say—to your faſcinated eyes | 
Could not ſome godlike Cato riſe, 
And brave the thunder of his frown ? 
No voice to cry, with freedom bleſs'd, 
« —Tarn, turn thy falchion from thy breaſt, 
„ My Rome, my country—yes! the falchion turn, 
4 Front the curs'd traytor's rage, and plunge it 
« in his own?” 


HS 
Vet that, alas! were vain! 
Bold from the ruins of Pharſalia's plain, | 
A 
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A patriot Cato roſe, 
Who (but for thee the pangs of care 
O'erwhelm'd his mighty boſom with deſpair) 
Had view'd with calm diſdain 
The ſavage wildneſs of rapaciousf oes; 
Hark! he calls, with ſtern delignt, 
His Romans to the rugged fight! 
Struck with the voice they gaze, 
| Nor dare its ſound obey ; 
In vain her ſoul-reviving rays 
Did Freedom's {e7ting ſun diſplay, 
'Theſe more than Memnor-ſtatues to inſpire 
With Glory's heav'nly fire; 
Eull'd by the firen wiles of Peace, a prey 
To Slav'ry's arms they fly, where Cæſar prints 
+: "he oy. : 
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| X. : 
Hence, hencethe ſight!—her lovelieſt charms 3 
See where protective Liberty expands! 
Wrapp'd in a conſecrating charter's arms, 
Palladium of the realm ſhe ſtands, 
No more th' invader's hoſtil pow'r 
Shall on her ſons tempeſtuous ſhow'r; 
No more th' Armada's havghty courſe 
Their laurels blaſt, and ſhake their force; 
No 
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No more a pope's imperious pride 
Exact the tributary pay; | 
Still ſhall they, arm'd with truth, deride 
Each faviſh nuncio's ſarly ſway ; 
Still (hall the ſpiritual impoſtors roam 
In climes of holy fraud, and pall their ſons at 
home. | 


Xl. 

Yet—?9'er the peaceful walk of Freedom's bounds 
Range, happy Britain, range confin'd; 
Nor with Ambition's reſtiff mind 

O'er-leap her ſacred mounds: 

Stamp on thy ſoul, with adamantine ſeal, 
That hour when Faction's viper-zeal 
Call'd forth, with unrelenting hate, 

Thy ſov'reign from the throne of ſtate z 

That hour, when, rev'ling in his death, 

The murd'rous band, in {ullen mood, 

Por'd o'er the Martyr's parting breath, 
And reek'd inſatiate with the vital flood. 

With ſurly rage the ſavage train 

Opes ev'ry various ſluice of pain, 

Each pals to anguilh tries; 

Triumphant o'er a Monarch's woes, 

They count each purple drop that flows, 
Each ſpirit as it flies, 
| Reverge! 
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Revenge! Revenge! (enflam'd they cry) 
| Streams at each tear of agony; 
Each heaving ſigh, that ſtrikes the ear, 
To freedom and revenge is dear. 
Unthinking! when Rebellion?s hand 
Uſurps a wild control, 
Indignant o'er the guilty land 
Some Cromwell ſprings with haughty ſoul, 
The venal fiends, athirſt for pow'r, 
Who court the democratic hour, 
And ſpread the realm with tumult and alarms, 
Mould but the heavier chains, to load their im- 
pious arms, 


XII. 
Not that the Muſe, whoſe daring flight, 
(Truth for her patron, Virtue for her guide) 
Soars to the throne, and tears to light 
Each meanneſs lurking in the glare of pride, 
Would ſcreen the miniſterial God, 
Who baſely cringes to a ſov'reign's nod, 
With ſupple flatt'ry lures a court, 
Minions on minions to ſupport; 
While at his frown the good and great | 
Are tumbled from the chair of ſtate: 
Such if there be—let Cenſure's dart 
Strike to the duſt his guilty heart; = 
| | | Theſe Þ 
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Theſe Empſons, Dudleys ſtrike, degen'rate train, 
Whole opiates taint the royal brain; 
Yes! let them fall—fair Juſtice, ſeize the hour, 
Nor ſpare the wretch who ſculks behind the veil 

of pow'r. 


XIII. 
Yes! let them fall !—ſuch fiends of old, 

Bent on deſtruction, ſeiz'd the helm, 
Stab'd their poor country for its gold, 

And ſunk the king—a Steuart of the realm. 
Yes! ſuch as theſe, in Anna's days, 
Dim'd the full trinmph's ſacred blaze ; 

While chieftains trod the paths of fame, 
And the heart throb'd with Glory's flame, 
Theſe foes to Britain bid the tumults ceaſe, 
And ev'ry conqueſt blaſt — in Utrecht's venal 
peace. | | 


SPRING. 


A 
SEE! ſmiling from the roſy Eaſt, 
The harbinger of day, 
Pours, with majeſtic luſtre dreſs'd, 
The treaſures of his ray! 
No more her charms Aurora ſhrowds 
Behind the ſullen veii of clouds; 
Nor, as of late, with languid light, 
Struggles to break the ſnades of night; 
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But ſheds profuſe her animating pow'rs, 
And from their wintry ſleep awakes the diuſhing 
flow'is. | 


IT. 

Welcome from India's ſultry plains, 
Bright prophet of the year! 
Thrice welcome to the Northern ſwains 

Thy car's revers'd career! 
From where thy too - indulgent beams 
Inceſſant thow'r'd the fiery ſtreams; 


Where 
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Where panting toil o'erſpent ſurvey'd 

With wiſhful eye the. ſylvan ſhade, 

And fain would quit th' unfiniſh'd land, 

By Tyranny's an-chriftian hand 
_ Enfſlav'd, 'till eve with fragrant pinion fails 
4 Slow-dropping peatly tears, and cools the ruſſet 
vales. | 


III. 

Of late how wreakful Winter ſtorm'd 
Oi''er Nature's clouded face! 
How ev'ry glory lay deform'd! 

How bory'd ev'ry grace! 

Oppreſs'd by Boreas? ſurly roar 

Soft Zephyr's breath was heard no more; 
2 Beneath the mantle of the ſnow 

Nature forgets her annual glow; 
Herev'ry charm repines, a proſpect drear, 
As Deiolation's reign uſurp'd the widow'd year 


IV. | 
Where-e'er I turn, ſome ſcene of grief 
Aſſails my pitying eye! 
Benighted, baniſh'd from relief, 
Expiring wretches lie! 
From morn to eve, her cottage plac'd 
Mid the lone horiors of the waſte, 
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Her thoughts in wild deſpair Afflicicn's theme 
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The penſive matron views with ſahs 
A night of clouds oppreſs the ſkies, 3 
And ſhiv'ring, as the tumults ſwell, 
Feels the rude tempeſt ſhake her cell; 
While toiling o'er the gloom with anxious view 
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V. 
Recall'd by Spring's prolific ſmile 
The drooping earth revives; 
With verdure teems the blooming foil, 
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And ſprightly Nature lives; 1 
The Zephyr now in wanton play 3 
Breathes ſoftly on the waving ſpray 3 
The matron, from her cell within, 3 
With joy beholds the vary'd ſcene ; Y 


Pleas'd with the chequer'd bloom that paints J 


the plain, | 43 
To ſhare the genial treat ſhe hs her prattling 3 
| train, 1 


VI. 
Hark! warbling through the balmy grove 
How ſwell yon” plaintive throats! 
Tun'd with the melody of lore 
Their melancholy notes! 
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The current of the frozen flood, 
Which bound in ſolid fetters ſtood, 
Burſts from its bands; with murm'ring tide 
C The cry ſtal waves awaken'd glide; 
1 While tripping with fantaſtic breaſt 
1 The meek-ey'd Spring, in roſca ge veſt 
J Looſe}y array'd, ſmiles blithly c'er the land, 
And ſheds her fragrant ſweets with undimiaiſh'd 
hand. 


3 VII. 

Say can Deſeription' s boldeſt 8 ſs, 
Can all the force of art, 

Equal the charms which Nature ſhow'rs 
To feaſt Reſlection's heart? 

Can Titian's pencil'd life ſupply 
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5 Thoſe graceful bluihes to the eye? 

2 Can poliſh'd Maro's rural pen 
y 1 Thes paint the variegated ſcene ? 

As Spring, Creation's bandmaid, who diſplays 
> Fair Fancy's richeſt tints, and Beauty 's genulue 


ra, s. 


VIII. 
Or ſay, can Wealth's enchanting glow, 
Can Grandeur's laviſh hoards, 
Ore gleam of. happineſs bellow, | 
Which fof: Content affords ?. 
i Though 


i 


Though tow'ring on the throne of Nate 
Expectant thouſands call'd me great; 
Amid this emptineſs of toys, 

How ſhould I figh for rural joys! 
How panting for the ſtraw-roof'd cot 


My name from titled records blot ! E 
And fly, where tranſports fill the ſoul's deſire, Þ E 
Richer than gold can ſhed, or grandeur can | 3 


inſpire ? 


| . 
In orient ſmiles with placid grace 
When lovely Morn appears, | 
And wipes from Nature's ſorrowing face 


The Evening's fragrant tears; I 
How ſweet to hear the jocund ſwain 3 
In Innocency's artleſs ſtrain 1 

Pour the ſhrill accents, while his hand I 
Urges the labors of the land! I 
How joys 2%“ unenvy'd moraliſt to find, _ 3 


Wheſe Poverty controls, Contentment ſooth the 


mind! 


X. 

When Eve extends her twilight ſhade, 
In Friendſhip's ſocial talk, | 
How calm, how cheerful o'er the glade 

The peaſant's harmleſs walk! 


AN 0 9. 


As, muſing o'er his daily toil, 

He hears, with many a conſcious ſmile, 
Attended by his faithful dame 

His infants liſp their father's name; 
He ſees the ſnowy legions fill 

The ſloping boſom of the hill; 
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Pleas'd with the lopg- drawn murmurs of the train, 
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ich roamwith ſullen pace mæjeſtic o'er theplain. 
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= XI. 

Par from the melancholy jars 
That haunt a lofty fate, 

Far from the baleful din of \ Wars, 


Sure portion of the great, 

_ Give me, kind heav'n, devoid of tric e, 

To live my tranſitory life; 

To me, thoſe banquets be conſign'd, 

Which feaſt an elevated mind; 
S Unſully'd peace! a conſcience mildly gay ; 
The ſoul unknown to guilt, and ſelf-endearing 
day. 


XII. 
But from Retirement's mild retreat, 
(Th' aſylum which I love) 
To high Ambition's ſtormy ſeat, 
By heav'n ordain'd to rove, 
C2 
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Expand her commerce, and protect her laws, 
Speak, aft, and boldly live —or periſh in her 


IN . 


Oh! Virtue, to the ſhrine of Fame 
Do thou direct my deathleſs name; 
Give me, undaunted in my courſe, 
To ſtem Corruption's baleful force, 
Or—if by hoſtil rage oppreſs'd, 

Bid Freedom ſtring my country's breaſl ; 


CAU ſe, 


HA 


S TEARS of CHARITY. 


1 . 
a ADI EC! ye ſoft enchanting bow'rs, 
Where Pleaſure ſheds her ſweets! 
Adieu! ye tranfitory hours 
Of muſic's warbling ſeats! 
Ah! what avails the feſtive ſtrain! 
Which, watted o'er the ſmiling plains 
Expeils the gloom of care! 
Can all the blaze of mirth control 
The forrows of the muſing ſoul, 
The tumults of deſpair ? 
In vain the late's melodious ſound 
Softly melting breathes around ; 

In vain with tranſport to my eye 
Laughs the gay cheek of Jollity; 
Vainly alluring to the lap of reſt, 
Joy ſpreads her phantoms round, to cheer my 

lonely breaſt. 


8 II. 
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The TEARS of CHARITY, 


IT. 
Thou, Goddeſs, while yon” orb of light, 
With ſolitary gleam, 
Spreads o'er the ſable brow of night 
The ſilver of her beam; 
Thou, Melancholy, down-caſt maid, 


Who lov'ſt, in weeds of grief array'd, 


The mould'ring heap to ſhow ; 
Whoſe ſlow-pac'd ep delights to ſtalk 
The paths of Horror's dreary walk, 

The charnel-houſe of woe 
Give me—to tread thy ſullen round, 
Far from Mirth's ecſtatic ſound, 


In ſcenes, where youth, and beauty's bloom, 


May ne'er diſturb the ſettled gloom ; 


Where the flow curfeu heaves its ſwellin g breath, 
The knell of wild deſparr—the meager ol 


Death. 


III. 

Oh! whether thou extend'ſt thy reign 
On drear Siberia's ſeat, 

Where exil'd to the deſart plain 
The ſons of worth retreat; 
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Where, muſing on the adverſe hour, 
The noble ſpurns deſpotic pow'r, 
With ſorrow's manly ſigh; 
While wintry blaſts, with whirlwind force, 
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; Urge o'er the walte deſtruction's courſe, 

. And clouds o'ercharge the ſky; 

5 Or—whether wrap'd in thought you dwell, 
5 In the cold, moſs-grown, hermit cell, 

5 Where the pale monk in care-worn ſtate 

bf *Gainſt pleaſure ſhuts his iron-gate; 

{ And poring o'er the dead with anguiſh'd mind 
The cloyſter'd ſinner heaves his murmurs on 
; | markind. 

1 IV. 


Oh! for a while thy kingdom leave, 
On wild Siberia glow _ 
A glimm'ring dawn of peace, and give 
The monk—a pauſe from woe: 
Here, ſober Meditation's gueſt, 
Deep in the foldings of my breaſt, 
Exert a ſovereign ſway ; 
Beneath yon' horror-breathing yew, 
With me thy moral theme purſue 
— Mortality's decay; | EN 
e With 
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The TEARS of CHARITY, 


With me—the manſions of the dead 
In philoſophic forrow tread ; 

While, with a death-denouncing knell, 
The cricket winds his vocal bell; 


And the complaining owl's ill omen'd throat 
Shrill from the time-worn elm —ſhrieks her ncc- 


turnal note. 


V. 
Yes! wrap'd in grief, th? o'erflowing thought 
O'er grandeur's relics ſtrays! 
Yes !—with a pleaſing ſadneſs fraught, 
I court Deſtruction's maze ! 
Now I revolve the heav'n-fam'd fall 
Of him who judg'd the world too ſmall 
To fait th' imperial God; 
And him who bad the world obey 
His rapid arm's unbounded ſway, 
And tremble at his nod; 
Was it for theſe the ranks of fight 
Lay thin'd by Slaughter's thirſty might ? 


For theſe—the captives of the war 


Mourn'd round the bright, triumphal car? 


Fortheſe—twho hurl'd tonight's inglorious doom 


Are ſunk, the worthlets food of reptiles in the 


tomb. 


VI. 
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VI. 
Such feaſts but ill the tear demand, 
But ill implore the ſigh; e 
They ſuit, prepar'd by Death's cold hand, 
The ſoul of vanity, 
Lo! to a ſcene I bend my view, 
A ſcene which Sorrow might purſue, 
And weep her fountains dry; 
Lo! yonder clad in icy clay, 
(Scaice in the noon of life's ſhort day,) 
Sophronia's aſhes lie! 
Poor tender flow'r, thy roſy prime 
Soft ſmiling o'er the walks of time 
Diffus'd its animated bloom; 
When ſudden iſſuing from the tomb 
Death nip'd the tender bud with frozen arm, 


And to hisrealms conſign'd the tranſitory charm, 


| „ 
If all that gen'rous, fair, and good, 
Te. In Virtue's annals ſhines ; | 


The richeſt treaſure—Heav'n beſtow' d 
Indulgent from her mines; 


u 
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If, call'd by theſe, the tears of Woe 

In duty's ample channel flow 
Spontaneous on the grave, 

Sophronia well a looſe may claim 


| By modeſt worth unſought, Tyy fame 
| Fair gratitude ſhall ſave. 
Reclining penſive o'er thy urn 
| Vell may the eye of Anguiſh mourn ! 
Weil may the conſcious breaſt commend 
By tributary ſighs—the friend! 

Well may the huſband, brother, ſon, deplore 

The mother, ſiſter, wife — joy of their fouls no 
more 


5 VIII. 
Evu'n now —Reflection's keener ſmart 
SED Recalls the darling hour, 
| e'er, ne'er ſhall blot it from my heart 
Oblivion's opiate pow'r) 
When crown'd with all a parent's bliſs 
You ſaw, 1mpatient for the kiſs, 
Thy liſping joys reſort; 
Enliven'd by the ſmile of love 
A luxury of health they prove, 
In i INDOCE SY: $ port. 


But 
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But now no more thoſe eyes ſurvey 
Fair innocency's artleſs play; 
No more behold the prattling care 
Struggle a parent's looks to ſhare ; 


Though ill the well-known kiſs with fondling 
claim | 
The little mourners ſeek, and call Sophronia's 
name. 


IX. 
Yet not alone tr thought would ſtray 
The private path of life; 
Not for a friend alone would lay 
Ĩ be ruffling voice of {trite : 
Center'd in worth her ſoaring mind 
Had mourn'd its ſcanty pow'rs contia'd 
To merit's humbler road ; 
ohe left the charms of wealth and Rate 
To ſouls, ſo little to be great, 
Not daring—to be good. 
Th' aſylum loſt, ye Virtues, moan, 
Where once you built your ſacred throne ; 
The cold, cold heart, which beats no more, 
Once kindling to religion's lore; 
That heart for ever weep, ye heav'nly train, 
Which cull'd the richeſt ſweets to pour into your 
fare, 
X, 
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X, 


Put chiefly thou the truth atteſt, 
With pity's ſoſteſt tear, 

Fair Goddeſs of the ſnowy vet, 

ö Low- bending o'er the bier: 


| How oft with thee, ingenuous maid, 
| | How oft thy mode}? vot'ry ſtray'd 
| In Misry's dreary gloom ! 
i Hoy — melting at the pangs of care, 
* O'er the ſtern regions of deſpair 
She ſpread a lively bloom! 
The wretch, within the dungeon clos'd, 
To ev'ry bitter blaſt expos'd, 
Gn ſorrow's moulder'd morſels fed, 
Thin- irew'd with ſtraw his chilly bed, 
She views, ſhe comforts—bids affliction ceaſe, 
And pours with lib'ral hand the e balm 
of peace. 


XI. 
In Pleaſure's lap, frail Luxury, roll'd, 
Thou phantom of a day! 
Pauſe from thy trinkets, and than gold 
A brighter beam ſurvey! ! 
| Nor 
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Nor think (but let confuſion fluſh 
Thy cheek for once—a ſtranger bluſh) 
With all, that's tranſport, bleſs'd, 
While ſailing Fortune's ſilver ſtream 
In Gayety's entrancing dream 
You lull each care — to reſt ; 
Think not—tho? dim'd thy dazzled eye 
By the rich glare of vanity, - 
Think not thy wealth for nought aſſgn'd, 
Know—thou'rta ſteward for mankind ; 
For thee the heap'd Peruvian treaſures flow, 
To wipe the widow's tear, to ſooth the orphan's 
woe. 


XII. 
See!. Dives, ſhiv'ring at thy gate 
Deſerted Lazarus lies! 
Turn—and behold his helpleſs ſlate, 
Attend his fainting cries | 
And is there none —no friendly heart? | 
Will no Samaritan impart 
'The healing oil—to care ? 
No table one fall'n crumb afford, 
To ſave— (the refuſe of the board) 
A brother from deſpair? 
Throw, throw, fantaſtic fool of pride, 
Thoſe uſeleſs gew-gaw wreaths afide ; 
Seek 
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Seek Virtue—her ſerener pow'r 
Will gild life's tranſitory hour; 
Sophronia's tomb the ſolemn truth may teach; 
It points thole ſcenes of joy, which pleaſure can- 
| not reach. Fo 


w „„ 


— Alter, et idem 


J. 
Rouſe, Britain, rouſe—:he ſmile of reſt 
No longer cheers the eye; 
Peace ſpreads her wing, with ſtorms oppreſs'd, 
And ſeeks a milder ſky. | 
War ſternly low'rs with ſullen frown, 
And vaults into th' abandon'd throne : 
In ſable pomp of horror ſpread 
She rears her all-deſtroying head; 
Stain'd with the blood of millions ſlain 
She ſtalks indignant o'er the plain 
Earth's diſtant empires thunder with alarms ; 
—— Revenge! Revengg! ſhe cries, and calls 


the WORLD to arms. 
| II. 
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8 
Hark! the ſhrill clarion's raging ſound 
Wide-ſwells its brazen breath; 
And ſtrikes, on Glory's arduous mound, 
The ſolemn peal of death. 
At Honor's voice—my ſpirits glow ; 
— I pant — to ruſh upon the foe : 
Elate on Fancy's rapid wing, 
Give, Goddeſs, give my ſoul to ſpring ; 
Count ev'ry ſcar that decks the face 
Of vig'rous Britain's laurel'd race; 


And view, with rapture view the wartior's flame, 
iligh-tow'ring in the fele—the deathleſs ficld 


of fame. 


| IH. 
How daes the ſoul exulting gaze 
On the full tide of blood! 
How ſwells th? applauding note of pr aiſe, 
While — ſprings the vital flood! 
While kindling in his country's cauſe 
His ſword th? exalted warrior draws, 
And flies unconquer'd on the foe : 
But—whence—this ſudden gloom of i woe !— 
How, blaſted all her richeſt crops, | 
Imagination ſhudd'ring drops 3 
| Th'un- 


W AX. 


Th' unwelcome theme where patriot-deeds 
decay, 


Dapes to long- practis'd wiles, to Gallia's arts 2 


prey. 
EY; 
What boot, ye prodigal of breath, 
The triumphs of the plain! 
Alas! this noble ſcarn of death, 
Theſe purple ſtreams are vain ! 
In vain with torl-devoted breatt, 
Ye ſpurn the ſilken lap of reit; 
In vain the falchion's thirſty force 
Purſues its unrelenting courſe: 
When Luxury ſmiles with ſiren charm, 
And baſely wreſts it from your arm; 
When hoſts unmor'd by fears, to treach'ry fall, 


And all our countries droop, Os wE Gs to the Gaul. 


V. 
My ſick'ning boſom quits the plain, 
Iadignant of the fight; | 
Oh! Goddeſs, to the ſubject main, 
Oh! wing thy rapid flight! 
Where o'er the waves with monarch-pride 
Briitannia's fleets triumphant ride; 
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Where the proud Gaul with baſſled low'r 


Sighs o'er his navy's ſuppitant pow'r 
Put, ah! even there Reflection's dart 


| Pours the full anguiſh o'er my heart; 
Ee'n there the loſt Minorca's mr uch-lov'd name 


OnMem'cy's tablet ſtampsBritannia's blaſted fame. 


VI. 

Where'er ſhe rolls her beaming eyes, 
On Horror's ſcene they fall; 
Sunk in deſpair my country lies ; 

And congquett litts—the Gan] » 
But— hark! the trump of Fame reſounds!. 
Storm o'er th' imperious hoſtil mounds; 
TRUE VIN TUR, reſtiff of control, 
To vengeance rouſe the vig'rous ul! 
In living ſplendor o'er the gloom 
Let Edwards, Henries, Williams bloom; 


Let Wolfes with laurel'd wreaths your worth 


inſpite, 


And Granby's recent praiſe enflame the patrict 


ire. 


VII. 
D-ep in the vitals of the foe 
Th' impetuous tempeſt ſnow'r; 
Bid on his throne the tyrant bow, 
Thoogh millions hail his por. | 
| D HFence 
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Hence o'er the empire of the main 
Extend your awe-commanding reign; 
There Blake with undiminiſh'd rays 
The ſoul uſurper's fame diſplays; 
There Hawke, and worth, triumphant ſhine; 
E nvy, the wreath of honor twine, 


Stateſman no more—therace of Glory run, 
No cloud's malignant low'r ſtall veil thy ſetting 
ſun. 


VIII. 


Should baſe Corruption's ſordid ſmiles 
Lull your lethargic hearts, 


And blunt, with faſcinating wiles, 
Britannia's Iliitted darts; 


Farewell the conquell's laurel'd hour, 


When preſs'd with arbitrary pow'r; 


To daſtards, ſporting with the chain, 


No fainter gleams of joy remain; 
hen Freedom quits her native ſgies, 
At once each Hoaſted glory dies; 
And, while the Eiger ſeals the gyraut's ſcorn, 
From pute Religion's fane Devotion's ſoul is torn” 
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IX. 
Riſe to revenge - with ardor ſwell, 
Nor heed the ſilken ſtrain; 
Rouſe—nor the pow'r to Gallia ſell, 
Her arms attempt in vain : 
' Fly—'tis Reiigion's, Freedom's call ! g 
Fly pour thy thunder on the Gaul; 
— Wing the full battle's angry roar, 
And ſpread th' alarm from ſhore to ſhore ; 
So ſhall the conſcious world impart 
The laviſh praiſes of the heart; 
So ſhall your triumphs ſwell the breath of Fame, 


And kingdoms yet unborn confeſs the ge- 


nuine lame. 


Ds CORSICA. 


CG rt 


Virtutem ex ME » Verumque laborem, 
Fortunam ex aliis ; 


Virs. An. 


REBELS !—avaunt th'inglorious name 
Jo thoſe who burn with Virtue's flame! 
To heroes, whole undaunted ſoul 
Spurns haughty Genaa's rude control, 
And mocks the tyrant's nod; 
Uſarper! "tis in vain 


thy iway 
'I'rue Courage deigns not to obey, 
Or bow beneath the rod. 
True Courage, rous'd by Honor's laws, 
Will periſh—in her country's cauſe; 
Her claim, the heav'n- born rights which Free- 
dom gave; 
Though worlds againſt her league, ſhe cannot 
ſink a ſlave, -- 


See! how ſhe dooms to foul . 
Mean Impotency's daſlard-race ! 
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With curſes, hark! they drop the chain, 
Their fiend Oppreſſion rear'd in vain, 
Drop—to the trait'rous Gaul! 


| Each gale to Britain waſts her cries; 


To thee lie heaves Aftliction's ſighs; 
Oh! hear a Siſter's call! 


The brave diſtreſs'd thy Taccor lend! 


Thou ever yet wert Mis'ry's friend; 


'Tis thine to wipe the tear, to lull the moan: 
Oh! ſave them from heir foes—yes ! ſave them 


from thine own. 


Still undiſturb'd by Gallia's train 
Might reſt the {ea-encircled plain; 
Still, Corſica, thy barb'rous ſhore 


Might ſmile amid the billows' roar, 


With all an iſland's pride; 
Of Commerce, and of Toil the ſeat, 
Might view thy unaſpiring fleet 
In Calvi's harbor ride. 
O'er Vico's wide-expanded grove 
The ſhepherd ſtill might chaunt his love, 


Bleſs'd with content, unconſcious of alarms; 


Nor ſtain his paths with blood, or mourn the 


din of arms. 


D 3 Mark! 
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Mark! the rude cottage, wildly ſpread 
High on the rock's enormous head! 
Whoſe waſte of horror mates the ſky, 
Nature's Palladium—to defy 

In vaſion's giant-mizht; 

Where ſocial fires, nocturnal cheer, 
Shine through the vale a larry ſphere, 
—Or meteors' glimm'ring light“. 

Here natives hardy as their ſoil 
Might ply ſecure their daily toil; 
Bleſs'dl for unknown the throbs of venal pow'r, 

Unknown the ſweets that pall Italia's luſcious 

hour. 

Still——but *tis thine to ſeel the dart 
Ambition aims at Britain's heart: 
For not, alas! thy fleecy train, 

That winds, eluſive of their ſwain, | 
| The foreft's craggy maze ; 
Not the huge oak's majeſtic ſhade, 
Perhaps old Ocean's joy diſplay'd 
In future happier days; 

Not all, thy little kingdom boafts, 

Could tempt th'intruder to thy coaſts, 


Not 


* Boſwe!!'s Hiſtory of Corſica, p. 29. 
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WNotFreedom?'s charms allore--thoughGallia's Ire 
Has ever loath'd the realm, which Freedom's 
{miles inſpite. 


Pity an injar'd, infant land, 

—ÞBiitain, 'tis thine with foll'ring hand 

To ſell the buds of Glory, thine 

To vil the treaſur'd mental mine 
Luxuriant barlt to view; 

Congenjal radiance marks the ſtate - 

The paths, Which gave thee to be gteat, 
Her vig'rous fieps purſue, 

*T 15 her's to catch the patriot flame; 

ach ſtrugoling Teucer ſprings to fame, 

And calls thy moantains, Corte, if Britaia ſhield, 


To beast a Creſſy's worth, or Blenheim's nobler 


geld. 
e 
| Way heath'd the ſword ! what magic charm 
Arreſls the vengeance of thine arm? 
Yay, does the firen Peace beguile? 
Süülhl luring with Corruption's ſmile 


Unman the warrior's heart? 
Myriads of pleaſures in her train, 
Say, does ſhe lead thee to the reign 
Of Lux'ry, and of Art?— | 
D 1 i —Her 
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Could tempt th'intruder to thy coaſts, 
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Mark! the rude cottage, wildly ſpread 
High on the rock's enormous head! 
Whoſe waſte of horror mates the ſky, 
Nature's Palladium to defy 

| Invation's giant-might; 

Where ſocial fires, nocturnal cheer, 
Shine through the vale a larry ſphere, 
—Or meteors? glimm'ring light“. 

Here natives hardy as their ſoil 
Might ply ſecure their daily toil; 


Bleſs'dl for unknown the throbs of venal pow'r, 
Unknown the ſweets that pall Italia's luſcious 


hour. 


Still——but *tis thine to ſeel the dart 
Ambition aims at Britain's heart: 
For not, alas! thy fleecy train, 
That winds, eluſive of their ſwain, | 
The foreſt's craggy maze ; 
Not the huge oak's majeſtic ſhade, 
Perhaps old Ocean's joy diſplay'd 
In future happier days; 
Not all, thy little kingdom boaſts, 


Not 


* Boſwe!!'s Hiſtory of Corſica, p. 29. 
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NotFreedom's charms allore--thoughG allia*'s jre 
Has ever loath'd the realm, which Freedom's 
{miles inſpire, 


Pity an injar'd, infant land, 
—ÞB:itain, 'tis thine with foll'ring hand 
To ſwell the buds of Glory, thine 
To bid the treaſur'd mental mine 
Luxuriant barſt to view ; 
Congenial radiance marks the ſtate 
The paths, which gave thee to be preat, 
Her vig'rous fieps purſue, 
*T 1s her's to catch the patriot flame; 
ach ſtruggling Teacer ſprings to fame, 
And calls thy mountains, Corte, if Britaia ſhield, 
To boat a Creſſy's worth, or Blenheim's nobler 
geld. 
Way ſkeath'd the ſword ! what magiccharm 
Arrells the Vengeance of thine arm? 
Day, does the firen Peace beguile ? 
Still luring with Corruption's ſmile 
Unman the warrior's heart? 
Myriads of pleaſures in her train, 
Say, does ſhe lead thee to the reign 
Of Lux'ry, and of Art? — | 
D 4 y —Her 


•G0irIj STC. 
—Her Sybarites oft has Britain led, 
Though roſes ſtrew'd their ſilken bed, 
Thro' ſtreams of ſlaughter led them to renown, 


And o'er the myrtle wreath'd the laurel's death- 
leſs crown. 
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Why fleep lethargic !—cruſh the foe, E 
And ward the meaitated blow. 5 
' Had Cadiz known thy 5% pow'r, 1 
dunk in the duſt th'embattled tow'r 4 
Had quell'd the Spaniard's pride; 
No more had Bourbon's hydra-race 
(While black Diſhonor veil'd his face) 
A conqu'ror's arms defy'd. 
Ariſe! whoſe boſom, prone to ſave, 
Wiſh'd not a ſubjedt—for a ſlave; 
Wiſ\'d not in arbitrary chains to bend 7 
— Oh! bid a realm be free, which Ramps * 15 
for a friend. 


Nor deem, where tears from Merit fall; 
Religion deaf to Nature's call; 
The Muſe, who fill'd with ſacred ire 
To quench th'imperious papal fire, 

Has drawn the cen bring pen, 


Gives 


America. 


] " Th, Ge. * So © 3p * U 
| ; Gives o'er the warriors Coriſiian ſoul, 

: Fair Charity, thy ſtreams to roll; 

a Reflect, that they are men! 

; If errors cloud their wayward mind, 

; If tyrant Saperſtition blind, 


F- | Not theirs the guiltythought—the blaze of light 
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Pour on the cheerleſs gloom, and guide them to 
the right. | 


Guide them, where Learning's ſocial hour 
May harmoniſe Retirement's bow'r ; 
To Sparta's rugged glebe diſpenſe 
The honey'd dews of Eloquence, 
And pour an Attic reign; 
Unfold, Philoſophy, thy charms! 
Oh! ſooth the iron voice of Arms 


#- With Reaſon's purer ſtrain! 

| 0 And thou, with conſecrating breath, 

5 Hiſt'ry, record their deeds of death; 

| 3 Let Truth proclaim a baffled Genoa's groan, 
5 And grace a claſſic iſle with Boſwells of her own. 


Wrapp'd in a new Lyczum's ſhade 
4 ice the aged hero lay'd ! 


Pro; 
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Prophetic ſee, on eagle wing, 

Sweet Poeſy's enchantments ſpring, 
And tune the faw'rice lore; 

Prophetic liſten tothe tale, 

O'er er*ry hill, through ev'ry vale, 
Bellona wakes no more.“ 

Fir'd by the foul-exaling theme, 


I pant to realiſe the dream; 
With flow'rs of Genius deck the Patriot's thought, 
And point the bliſsful ſcene a Pabli has wrought, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


——— —2— 


Warrior, whoſe heart, averſe to blood, 


Still triumphs in a nation's good! 

Stateſman, whoſe frown, with terrors ſpread, 

Rolls thunder on Corruption's head ; 
Whoſe ſmile 15—Vairtue's ſhield! 

Sage, who alike with watchful zeal 

Unrufled plan'ſt the public weal 

— Ty council, and the field ! 

Teach p0li/þ'd Britain—to be free; 

Teach her to think, to adt—like theez 
Like thee—the ſofter bands of Concord prove, 
And all her gen'rous ſans imbibe their Country's 

"Love. | 
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* ORIGIN or FABLE. 


JUPITER leaning down from heaven, in 
anxious meditation on the follies and vices of 
mankind, defired to put an end, if poſſible, to 
the increaſing diſeaſe: he ſummoned therefore 
an aſſembly of the Deities to conſult the moſt 
efeQual means to attain the completion of his 
with, Momus, always forward at a joke, pro- 
pos'd to laugh men out of their failings; but 
this was immediately conſidered as the product 
of his natural turn for ridicule, rather than a 
| ſcheme that tended to inſure ſucceſs. Jupiter 
exclaimed, that Satire would be the propereſt 


vehicle 


n This riſe aſſigned to Fable refers ſolely to the 
lively fictions of Aſopian ſimplicity; the original 
fables annexed are, it is obſervable, of a more ſolemn 
caſt. = e 
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vehicle of reformation, as well as a meritorious 
puniſhment ; but this, though the propoſition 
of Jupiter, appeared to flow wholly from his fixed 
reſentment againſt delinquents, who would in 
general be humanely conſidered, while the cenſor 
would be arraigned. At length the Goddeſs of 
Wiſdom with her uſual modeſty repreſented Fable 
as the moſt promiſing inftrument to eradicate the 
evil. © Fable producing (ſays ſhe) the moſt in- 
« ſignificant animals, the very loweft reptiles 
« preaching for man's amendment, and drawing 
forth their own defects, to paint the errors of 
© humanity in a ſtronger light, his pride will be 
« ſeverely piqued, when the brutes, which he 
« affects ro deſpiſe, ſet him the example how he 
*« ought to act. There are many (concluded 
<«« the) who will thus be ſhamed out of their faults, 
« whom neither bare Ridicule would diſturb, 
or Satire would alarm.“ 


FABLE. 


d l. 8, 


Nemo poteſi jucunde vi dere, niſi Loneſtè, nec 


honeſtò, niſi jacundò. 
Heathen Philoſophy. 


WIEN ſorc'd by man's obdurate mind 


Virtue on earth her crown refign'd, 
; And flew enrag'd above, 
Stung to the heart, that all below 
Should fondly raiſe her daring foe, 
She one ths the knees of Jove, 


And oh! all- pow ful God (che cry'd) 


Seeſt thou unmov'd thiinſulting pride 
Of yon' ungrateful race? 

Ard roars no thunder from thy arm ? 

No heav'nly rage their ſouls alarm? 
No frown contract thy face? 


ves! 


— — 


— —— 
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Vice, hauphty Vice, uſurps my crown, 
See! the tell upſtart rules my throne, 


And braves my pow'r unharm'd: 
Ere while *twas Qiit rent far, my Sire, 
Oace Virtue could your thoughts inſpire, 
Once — Jove himſelf was charm'd. 


Oh! for a moment rvſh from higb! 
.Summon the wings of winds, and ily, 


Ty ſovereign fway ſhe dares ; 
Fly—*cis for man the boon [I crave, 
Thine own—irom guilt and anguiſh ſave; 


For man I pour my pray'rs, 


The paths of bliſs let Virtue non 
At this the tears all-plenieous flow, 
Soft-trickling o'er her face— 
—Sighs burſiiog from her breait enſue, 
The tear ſhe ſhed, the hgh ſhe drew, 
Avgmenting ev'ry grace 


—Mov'd at the ſuppliant's throbbing pain, 
The God no longer could refrain, | 
But thus—with grief return'd. 


Von' earth, the fink of ev'ry crime 


Ofc have I view'd (from lateſt time) 
I oft have view'd, and mourn'd ; 
But 


N 
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But ſtill cloſe-pent my rage have kept, 

Still lumb'ring has my vengeance ſlept, 
Nor thunder'd o'er their head; 

For long I hop'd—long wiſh'd to find, 

That beaming Virtue on mankind 

Her genial charms would ſhed. 


But ah! thoſe hopes are now no more; 

Nor ſhall my vengeance, as of yore, 
From puniſiment refrain ; 

No more wil! Jove the inſult bea 

— Yet—, et the wretches will I ſpare, 
Yet—illl my rage contain, 


No thunder ſhall reſound from high; 


From jove no light'ning's flame ſhall fly, 
No heav'nly terrors harm; 


But Vice, their queen, with baleful force, 


But Conſcience, boundleſs in her courſe 
Shall ſwell the wide alarm. | 


Around each agonizing heart 
T he ſcorpions fly—the poiſon'd dart 
O'erhangs the bed of reſt : 
Where are the ſoals which Virtue loves? 
—Heav'n with a ſmile the good approves, 
Aud gives them to be bleſs'd. 
E 1 
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Firtutcm vidcant, intabeſcantque relictä. 


Perfius. 


] N ev'ry clime, at ev'ry age, 

Revere the diQates of the ſage ; 

*T1s he the ſurer path diſplays 

To roam through life's perplexing maze ; 

Tis he, who calls forth all his pow'r 
To gild, and ſweeten ev'ry hour, 

And pours, with ſullen cares oppreſs'd 
Fair Virtue's balm into the breaſt ; 
From Sin's alluring ſmile defends ; 
he beſt of fathers—and of friends. 


Remote 


W 
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Remote from ev'ry worldly ſtrife, 
The buſy vanities—of life ; 

Securely dwelt a rev'rend ſage, 

In humble peace—and hoary age 
With temp'rate hand had gently ſpread 
Its wintry honors on his head, 
Uamov'd he ſaw th' ambitious great, 
And all the pageantry of ſtate ; 

He ſay— nor envy could control 

His native innocence of ſoul. 


With him a tender ſtripling liv'd, 

And in the path of Wiſdom thriv'd ; 
Untun'd by wiſdom's lore, the ſtrain 
Though Friendſhip taught, ſhe taught in vain; 
What though the honey'd periods hung, 

Soft trickling from Perſuaſion's tongue; 
Though Genius rul'd the bright diſcourſe, 
And Judgment lent her milder force; 
Devoted till to Virtue's laws, 

Silent he heard—and grudg'd applauſe. 


With conſcious joy the good old fage 
Beheld the wonder of his age ; 
Each day with deeper tints impreſs'd, 
Goodneſs ſhone pictur'd in his breaſt. 
ST Exalted 


— 
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Exalted with perfection's ſcene, 
Philander ſmiles with looks ſerene; 
And thus—that Vice might never find 
One paſs —unguarded to his mind, 
That while he ſail'd life's dubious main 
The firen's muſic might be vain, 
With pious care the rev'rend man 

The moralizing charge began. 

My deareſt youth, with patient ear 

A father's golden precepts hear, 

Wiler by far than thou—attend, 


And view in me a faithful friend ; 9 
In honeſt counſel you will find a 
A true benevolence of mind, —_ 


A fiream of ſympathetic love 
Which veral flatt'ry cannot prove. 
Climb not Corruption's gilded tow'r, 
Inebtiate with the feaſt of pow'r, . 
But taſte the milder joys that blow : 
Untainted in the vale below; 5 
Wich ſplendor's animated rays 
Let India pour the treaſur'd blaze; = 
Let bright Peru's luxuriant ſhore 
Flame with the mine's unbounded ſtore; 
Still teem with wealth th* exhauſtleſs ſoil; 
Do thou in innocency ſmile ; 


And 


; ff © Oz 


G And when (for Virtue cannot ſave 

Her pureſt vot'ry from the grave) 

When ſickneſs o'er each limb prevails, 

Z And Death's laſt agonyaſlails; 

Religion then with radiant face 

Shall life's expiring moments grace; 

Protectreſs of the good and juſt, 

She ne'er deſerts their mould'ring duſt, 

But calms— the anguiſh of their breaſt, 

And wafts them to the realms of reſt, 

1 

But row the riſing down began 

To ſpread his check, and call him Man; 

F His ſoft ſequeſter'd Calm exchang'd, © 
The world's fantaſtic walk he rang'd. 
Temptation {miles with dazzling ray, 
And pleaſure points him—to the gay; 
© Throw, Florio, ev'ry care behind, 
And give reflection to the wind.“ 
Eut—gliding to his ear in vain 
Soft flow'd the captivating ſtrain; 
Firm in the principle of good, 

He ſpurn'd the ſenſeleſs, coxcomb-brood. 
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Vice views the ſtene with weeping eyes, 
And Folly turns her head—and ſighs ; 
-.:.Þ: 4 For 


1 . 


For ever join'd, the loving pair 

In penſive talk divide their care; 
Deſpondence clouds their wav 'ring thought, 
*Till Flatt'ry's tindf#d dome they ſought: : 
With Miſchief's pleaſing hope elate 

The trav'llers enter—at the gate. 

The ruling phantom on her throne 
Crown'd with ſuperior luſtre ſhone ; 

And ſmiling o'er her minions round, 

The captives of h enchanted ground, 
Shed o'er their hearts golden dream 

Of pleaſare's momentary gleam. 

Her eyes at once the trav'lers knew — 

To greet the well-known pair ſhe flewz 
And firſt to Vice addreſs'd the ſtrain, 

Vice —eldeſt of her ſiſter- train; 

To Folly next with joy deſcends, 

And hails the deareſt of her friends. 

Aad lives there (Flatt' ry cries) the youth 5 
Who dares to tread the paths of Truth ? 2 
Point, point him out; and wholly mine, 3 
He ſoon ſhall bend before my ſhrine. 

She ſaid—and ſtalking o'er the plain 

The faireſt ſought of Virtue's train; 

But vary'd firſt her air, and mievr, 

For Flatt'ry loves not to be ſeen-- 


In 
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In Friendſhip's dreſs with ſocial talk 

She join'd the youth in pleaſure's walk; 
With ſilken note her words diſplay 

Each gaudy mode, that rul'd the day ; 
Each mode—that gaiety inſpires, 

Or poliſh'd vanity admires. 

Say, lovely youth, the demon cries, 
{And penſive heaves the tresch'rous ſighs) 


n 
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Wilt thou with Faſhion's forms deny 
E (At beſt but trifles) to comply? 

2 Give me, my Florio, to control 

Z Thy moral lethargy of ſoul.— 
How oft with anguiſh have heard 


| Say, mid the world's luxurious voice, 
5 Js ſingularity thy choice? 

1 Wält thou, the theme of evi tongue, 
5 Provoke Contempt's eternal ſong ? 
3 | ich Tranſport's richeſt [tores at hand, 
2 Wilt thou the proffer'd gifts withſtand? 


Ie jeſt, which {candal has preferr'd ! 

Riſe, riſe—no more my heart can prove 
'Theſe cenſures on the man—l love 

She ends—the ſubile ſtrains impart 

A pleaſing poiſon to his heart; 

The gen'rous dictates of a friend 

Young Florio could not but commend : 

4 O'er 
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O'er Gayety's deluſive maze 

Careleſs of Flatt'ry's ſmile he ſtrays; 

Won by the fiend's ecitatic ſoundy 

Onward he treads the giddy round. 

Though firſt relucant he deſcries 4 

Soft Pleaſure's bow'r with pitying eyes; 

The nearer objeQs ſoon improve, 
And wan, familiariz'd, —the love. 


How can the ſhudd'ring Muſe reveal 
A tale which Virtue would conceal |! 
How paint, without a tear of woe, 
Fell Vice triumphani—o'er her foe! 
A conſtant gueſt behold him fly 
O'er all the ſcenes of Vanity; 
Fluſp'd with ſucceſs, his tinſel guide 
Expands the peacock-charms of pride; 
Ev'n more the captive to enflame, 
To ev'ry vice gives virtue's name; 
Runs o'er his worth with modiſh eaſe, 
And tries—each faithleſs art to pleaſe, 
At length the fatal moments come, 
A ſhort, ſhort prelude to his doom ; 
Flatt'ry with unreſiſted ſway 
Won the deluded youth—to pla) 


Play, 


. 
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Play, thou honey- pointed dart, 
Tranſporting torment of the heart, 
Who gild' n at frſt the proſp'rous hour, 
Too ſure thy victim to devour. 

True Florio, ere he knew the vice, 
IndiF rent {aw the card, and dice; 

Like love, collected in their ſtrength, 
The painted firens charm'd — at length. 


How, preſs'd beneath the papgs of grief, 
Friendleſs he lies nor knows relief! : 
Flatt'ry—his ſondled, fondling guide 
Fiew with impatience from his ſide; 

He follows with imploring ſighs, 
—She flew—regardleſs of his cries, 

What ſhall he do? His hopes are croſt, 

His Virtue, and Philander loſt; 

While Conſcience ſwells with throbbing pair 

Her vengeful courſe in ev'ry vein. 

And now—the youth with gaſping breath _ 
Lies ſhiv'ring at the door—of Death; . 

_ Around he caſt a mournful look, 

Drop'd the full tear, and falt*ring ſpoke. 

Oh! for thoſe ſoft-alluring days 
When Virtue with her veſtal rays 
Pour'd the calm triumphs of delight, 
Still riſing with th' ariſing light; 

And 
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And mid the night's incumbent ſhade 
A ſweet ſerenity diſplay'd ! 
Once, once indeed was Florio bleſs'd ! 
For Virtue lull'd each care to reſt ; 
But ſee! the gloomy proſpect low'rs! 
Farewell, ye purer, halcyon hours! 
Farewell your current's tranquil flow ! 
Which only ſwells the ſtream of woe. 
Beware, unthinking youth —beware, 
When Flatt'ry ſmiles—ihe ſpreads a inare ; 
Degraded Nature's curſt alloy, 
Thou mak'ſt a ſuicideof joy; 
Wocing the ſou] with laviſh charms, 
To ſeal its ruin in thy arms. | 
But krow—when Virtue has impreſs'd 
Her ſacred image on the breaſt; 
If once intruding Vice efface 
"The living ſignet's beaming grace, 
She quits her ſhrine—to Vice refign'd 
Ihe ſhatter'd empire of the mind; 
# AndVirtue, foe to ſlight and ſcorn, 
Once injur'd -& nows not to return— 
The proof, oh! man, in Florio ſee — 
once was happy think on me. 
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DYING SINNER, 
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OCCASIONED BY THE TOREGOING. 


WHENCE, Sorrow, whence thy agonizing ſmart? 
Why in deſpondence ſinks my troubled breaſt, 
Or on the ruffled, fleepleſs bed of reſt 
Burns with unceaſing rage?— Th'envenom'd dart 
I ſee!z—o Death! thou pierceſt through my 
heart. DE 
Th'unbidden tear, th'involuntary ſtart 
Proclaim a bcding Conſcience—ruthleſs gueſt, 
Thou frown'it in all thy gloom of horror dreſs'd. 
Ves! injur'd Savior—yes !—my aching eye 
Turns from the juſtice of almighty ire, 
Preſs'd with the load of vices I deſcry 
The guilt, which feaſted once my ſoul's deſire, 
And on the threſhold of Eternity 
Shrick at the glare of Hell's impending fire. 
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CONGRATULATORY VERSES 
5 i T H E 
EREKC TION OF A-CHAPEL, 


M DCC LXII. 


Panduntur portæ; JU dat ire 
VIiRGe 


FROM all the clamors of the bar, 
Sure enſigns of the gainful war, 
Where ſome, for crabbed rules unfit, 
Prefer the barren road of wit; 
Or from h'abridging folios paſs 
To eaſier triumphs cf the glaſs, 
In pliant mimicry to pleaſe 
With all the charms of native eaſe ; 
From the ſtrong zeal of predication, 
Early and late ejaculation, 


From 


* . 


r 


From anguiſh of the ſoul enflam'd, 
When ſinners would not be reclaim'd ; 


From journeyings hard for fleſh and blood, 


However—bent on public good; 


1 5 journeyings, watchings, anguiſh paſs'd 


[ hail thee, Madan, fix'd at laſt; 
Hail the d:wozed ſon of pray'r, 

An hoſpital thy guardian care 
Yes! Madan, now the ſinful race 
May find to doctrines age a place; 
To doctrines, which enlarg'd will roll 


Such drops of honey on the ſoul, 


As will a conſtant ſeat maintain 0 
(Like water, lov'd of Romiſh train) 
Tho' lodg'd in vial frail—the brain. ) 


But as Religion, heav'n-born maid, 
By knaves is ſunk into a trade, | 
Who only hazard, for the pence, 
Aender capital of ſenſe; _ 

T hear the flrearas of envy. roll, 


Deep from their bed in Whiteiieid's ſoul; 


Hear Av'rice with rapacious art, 
Queen of the baſe, degen'rate heart, 


Who never quits the ſight of pelf, 


Bu- all would ſtarve—to ſeaſt herſelf, 


bs; 


PIECES. 6s 
Ia ev'ry ſoil would ſeek the mine, 


Not ſparino—2v®n Derotion's ſhrine— 
Hear ker—1oſvire the ſuv" rite ſaint 


In miſchief /s work, who cannot faint. 
© \hence then the zeal by Madan ſt 2 wn, 
% To build 2 0 of his own? 

To ope Religion's ſacred door 

„mn partial to the rich and poor? 

Would he deſtroy, with franiic care, 
The harveſt to be reap'd by pray'r? 
o me, Who latiſning my brains 

% For matter ſuited to my ſtrains, 

" SY 110 winne e tO a thouſand forms, We. 
« And roar, and threat in thunder-forms, 

„(Wich proves abundant reſolution 


© For a meer mortal e- ON ny 
& SQ —v0uis he grudge the labor'd field, 


A 
Lg 


Which a poor cleaning ff care? can yield 7 
«© know, inexperienc'd, to delude 
© A whole auth! 2 multitude, 
„Fo {care them, and to male them ma 
For vices which they never ha!, | 
„Fo make them fob, and whine, and ſigh, 
Not one of them can tell you why, 
We mull with ſpecious arts beguile, 
* Arm's with authority of Kile; 

F | « Muſt 
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„ Muſt (beyond Orthodoxy's reach) 

* Be thought to practiſe what we teach. 
However, when retir'd, we prove 

Some pleaſures of the world we love. 

«© What other means (I fain would MP” 

«« Of any Methodiſt below, 

«© Could animate a world to feel 

«© The fervor of religious zeal ? 

„Of which Right Reverends deſpair, 

« And ſcat them in their eaſy chair. 

« Name me a journeyman alive, 

« Whoſe daily labor bids him thrive, 

„Who would to tabernacles run, 

« The moment that his work is done; 

„% And ſenſe from nonſenſe ne'er diſcerning, 

Leave in the box his weekly earning. 

«© Notſuch the pen'ral thirſt to pray, 

o Titus thus to“ loſe a day;“ 

And vent the ſtreams of pious ſorrow, 

Without a ſix-pence—for the morrow. 
Yet—view the world—its manners ſee — 
„with mankind in this agree, | 
And could with all their humors well, 
„Were they—but bubbles to my ſpell) 
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te Is not each fool in ev'ry trade 

« For time, and prating richly pay'd ? 

« 'THPattorney, if he crofs the ſtreet 

« A client on his cauſe to meet, 

« With various cots his bill enlarges, 
Eis letters, porters, coach-hite charges, 


«© Ey'n though he walk it in a ſnow'r, 


«The happier council, learn'd from books, 
«© Chovgh in his brief he never looks, 


| FA ſ\ - 7 thus 3 — — — 
From caſtom golden pieces draws 


, 


Some fift)—if he wreſt the laws. 
„ The poor dependant on a court, | 


© Who, fix'd for years to dull refort, 


> 
my 


Obtains at laſt a wealthy place 

y th'interceſſion of his grace, 

Is only pay'd, as being meant 

To be employ'd for government, 

«« Though his whole buſineſs, oft we ſee, 
Is to receive—his ſalary, 

« Wealth is man's darling ido!—why 
„Should not the preacher join the cry? 
« For Methodiſts are rarelyknown 

„To have a fortune of their own— 


©« Not—ſuch am 1—you, Madan, moſt 
„The riches of the world can boall.”? | 
TY Yes 


68 


p I R C E 8. 


Yes !—bleſs'd with treaſures from above, 
Be Madan's gratitude and love; 

And doubly thankful, that their ſight 
Can ne'er divert him from the right; 
Not one, who opes for pay his box, 

But gratis gives advice at Lock's. 

To light up geodneſs in the heart 
Enflav'd'by ſin's alluring art, 

To lift the foul with Reaſon's ray, | 
Quench'd by Debauch'ry's clouded day 
On faces ſteel'd to ſenſe of ſhame. 

To ſpread convidion's glowing flame, 
From evil ſuch to turn afide, 


4 
2 


—ÞBe Madan's glory, taſk, and pride. 


Will feel a happier ſtate of mind) 


Here vretches, Jong by pation hurl'd, 
A guilty recluſe of the world, 

By Charity invited come 

To Comfort's hoſpitable dome. 

Here, beav'n-born Faith, thou deareſt gueſt, 
That triamphs in the chrilltian breaſt, 
Madan ſhall boldly plead thy cauſe, 
Ard dwell devoted on thy laws. 

Fair Virtue's ſelf, untaught by thee, 

Is but a /ccond quality; 

(Ev'n fins which Faith's aſſiſtance find 


„ 


8. 


To condud others may deceive, 


He only wants you—to believe. 
If errors in your ioul prevail, 
(All know, that human flesh 1 
Deſpair not, Madan will reto 


s frail) 
12 502, 


Himſelf—has been as bad — before you; 


Small merit in repentance lies, 


Tis faith alone, that 


* 
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But to the paths of worth refign'd 


S:111 kept the tenor of her mind. 


— For Whence the phileſophic 


Whence, bat from heavioeſs 


mood? 
oi blood? 


Lethargic ſpirits, by whoie means 
'To caſual good the balance leans ? 


How ſoon the world's fantaſtic 
Would make that goodneſs 
v3 


dieam 
+ kick the beam,“ 
If 
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If genuine faith, by Madan taught, 
Fix'd not in truth his ſteady thought. 
Hail mighty mind, whole awful page 
Sheds luftre on a graceleſs age! 

I ſee the troop of vice around 

Enchanted liften to thy /ourd/ 

Each heart with hope alternate burns, 
Alternately with borror mourns, 

Each penitential eye I ſee | 

Drop conſcious tears, and gaze on thee. 
Perſuaded, though their crimes they ſhun, 
Still, but for thee, they were undone, 
They catch the voice—whoſe magic ſkill 


Can give them faith for—what it will. 


So- dapper Dodd, whoſe pretty file, 


Accompany'd with ſcornful ſmile, 


Scatters its flowers (though Dodd, they ſay, 
Is not a Methodiſt- fo d,] 
The Magdalen's reformer ſtands, 


And culprits bow to his commands; 


Sit ſaiveling at the moving ſtrain, 
And vow they'll never ſin again. 
The gueſts, who fly from far delighted, 


To hear this avond” rows prieit excited, 


Muſt gape attention, and with care 


_ Ol ev'ry worldly thought beyare ; 


Let 
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Let it lurk e'er ſo cloſe within, 
He'll ſurely tell them of their ſin, 


And from th'examples great before 'em, 


Bid them behave with due decorum. 
Long, Madan, chieftain of the feR, 
Lang from the pulpit man correct; 
Long with inſpiring warmth diſplay 
To ſinners Reformation's way; 

Vhile proſiigacy flies to thee, 
Hanting the Leck for purity, 

So- may the ſacred dome, which ſtands 
Dult by diinicreied hands, 

Jarival'd thine, and at the door 

No toll be pay'd bat to the poor. 

Let fuller routs be ſeen before thee 
Than any ducheſs's in ſtory, 

Though a /all, private party there 
The neighborhood around them ſcare ; 
So maz—attendant Lords and dukes 
Pay homage with demureſt looks, 
And ceaſe awhile to pine and pout, 


VWhen—foes are ;jz—ard friends are out: 
May maidens leave behind their paſuons 


For gayety's infernal faſhions, 

And rev%cence ill, unknown to fear, 

Tr'efltabliſn'd mode—of coming here: 
F 4 
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So may—the ſwains for thy aſſiſtance 
Haſte from the village ten miles diſtance, 
As erſt—at Berridge's command, 

Like crows they ſettled on the land; 
For Madan can a chapel yield 


* 
4 


arfougoer than an open ſield, 


Caen make them from his doctzine light, 
— {0 rudge t—nome again at night. 
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ENSHEIN'D, ch marble, in thy ſacred breaſt, 
Here lie the relics cf what once was—Welt; 

Still live the ſacred name upon the ſtone, 

The name, which ev'ry Virtue call'd her own. 


*T was his with Contemplation's ſtep to rove 
Along fair Learning's conſecrated prove ; 

*I'was he with Hric majeſty of vein 

Poui'd the full ſtream of Pindar's rapid ſtrain; 
Je | And 
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And fir'd the moral paths of truth to ſcan, | 
Diſplay'd the Savior of the world to man; | 
With boldneſs ſpeaking for Religion's weal, 

What Sherlock's ſelf had glory'd to reveal. 


Not his the gaping Courtier's reſtleſs toil 
Dependent ſlaves of Fortune's fickle ſmile ; 
Not his the ſoul enamor'd of the glow 

Of tinſel grandeur, or the pride of ſhow „ 
Far richer tranſports to his lot conſign'd, 
—The heav'nly Rores of—a contented mind. 


His, what he thought, with freedom to impart, 
The head, a faithful picture of the heart: 
Exalted high o'er Diſappointment's pow'r 

He knew no terror for the future hour ; 

Nor fondly lean'd upon the ſpear of life, 

Or hug'd the gilded pangs of earthly firife, 


Far diff rent he—unheedful of his breath, 
Calm and ſerene he met the frown of Death; 
Death, the kind friend, to bid each tempeſt ceaſe, 
And fafely land him on the ſhore of peace. 


A 


PASTORAL HYMN, 


FROM THE 


TWENTY-THIRD PSALM. 


SECURE o'er the meadow, the valley, and grove, 
My ſteps ina ſweet rural innocence rove ; | 


All eaſe in my boſom, nor mine is the care, 


Or to tread the right path, or my food to prepare; 
Ere my wiſhes I ſpeak, ev'ry want is ſupply'd, 


 —And how canIerr,when the Lord is my guide? 


By the hand of indulgence each day am I bleſs'd, 


And am lull'd ev'iy night on the pillow of reſt; 
When hungry, my ſhepherd his votary leads 
To the banquet of nature, that ſmiles on the meads; 


And commands, when I'm thirſty, my fever to 


ceaſe, : 
With pure, living ſtreams from the fountain of 
Peace. N 
8 Thus 
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Thus—calmly I wander the journey of life, 
Unknowing of ſorrows, unruffled by ſtrife; 
My ſhepherd fill ſoothing, with tender control, 
Each rebel of paſſion, that heaves in my ſoul; 
Still pointing, Religion, thy path to my fight; 
And happy am I!—ior I know tis the right. 


Shou!dl toil o'er the lonely, the comfortleſsground, 

Wnetedeathſpreads amidnightof darkneſsaround; 

No danger I fear, while I roam through the plain; 

—Oh! death, all thy horrors and frowns are in 
| vain! | 

Still ſtill in the deſert my ſhepherd attends, 

Of parents che fondeſt—the deareſt of friends. 


Ah! vainly, ye wicked, ye point at my heart, 

For the arm of the Lord turns aſide ev'ry dart; 

Ah! vainly, believe me, your rage ye employ 

To ſully the ſweets of an innocent joy; | 

The oil of delight ſhall ill ſtream o'er my head, 

And my cup the rich fountains of tranſport ſhall 
ſlied. | | 


Yes! faithful companion unmov'd from my ſide, 
Fair Truth ſhall protet me, and Mercy fhall 
guide; | | 


Yes! 
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Yes! Life's little round with ſuch friends will 1 
ſtray - 

Nor terrors alarm me, nor pleaſures betray ; 

Then—wing my bold flight © my Savior's abode, 

And proſtrate my ſoul at the throne of my God. 


YES, charming maid, in ſculs that love, 
Ev'n humbleſ ſcenes reflection move, 
—Some moral truth impart; 
Thought on unbounded pinion flies, 
When objects, which attract the cycs, 
Soon ſtiike into the heart. 


Yor” taper, throvgh the gloom of night 
Diffuſing round its filver light, 

Still flamipg-to decay, | 
„ | Warne, 
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Warns, like a kind, departing friend, 
How ſudden ruſhes to its end 
Life's momentary day! 


That tranſient ſpan in ceaſelefs care 
Is hapleſs Damon doom'd to wear 


— 


With unavailing ſighs? 
— C2 


. * 


Doom'd, like the taper, to expire ? 
— His faithful vows, his zrdent fire 


While Delia's frowns defpile. 


* 


Beams ev'ry grace of ſorm and mind, 
Thu Damon's wines bleſs 4 
e, thy courſe unherded wing, 


When ev'ry circlirg hour ſhail bring 


An age—9f heppineſs. 


un 
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Alas ! how eaſy my miſtake ! 


1 tcok thee for thy lid 


PAIOR. 


T WAs in the lovely month of May 

With genial ſmile the lamp of day 
Majeſtic glow'd to vie; 

His ſouthern ray in bluſhing pride 

Along the mountain's painted ſide 
Shone forth—a laſt adieu. 


Around the ſtill ſequeſter'd groves 

The feather'd chorus tun'd their loves 

In muſic's warbled ſound ; 

In Nature's praiſe, with beauty ſpread 
The queens of fragrance rear their head, 


To deck the velvet ground. 


Elate 
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Elate with grandeur's tow'ring pride 
Let others vainly ſwell (I cry'd) 

In the poor play of flate ; 
With grief the giddy throng I view, 
With Pity's ſofteſt eye purſue, 

The mis'ries o che great. 
On! Delia, banih'd from thy fight, 
Wealth pours in vain her dazzling light 

To ſncoth the front of Care; 

In vain for me the pomp of ſnow 
Ex pands her variegated glow 


When — Delia is no: ilere. 


Thus —o'er the lawn our fleps we bent; 

I roam'd, regardleſs where 1 went, 
My Delia rul'd my thought; 

WW nen to the { imiing mead we rove, 
here Cupid, on ſome tale of love, 
His heav'aly mother fought. 


Soon as the boy the maiden ſpies, 
«Tis not” (in tranſport from his eyes 
Trickled the rolling tear) 
« *11s not in vain along the glade, 
Along tie mead, the lawn I've ſtray'd 
To find the parent fair.“ 
4% Put 


80 nen 
« But Why?“ —a bluſh with modeſt grace 
Stole c' er my lov'd aflociate's face, 


Halfrowning the miſtake 
—No longer now, dear maid; believe, 


The truth was meant but to deceive, 


Which oft thy Damon ſpake. 


T: E / W I? 
hid 
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YE ſouls, who nobly dare to vengeance plow 
At injur'd worth —vchold, and ſpurn Rouffeau ; 
A ſlave, tho' boaliing to be free, Whole toi! | 
Spreads o'er the face of fin Petſuaſion's mile; 
Then-=for a ſoothing lenitive of rige 

Dwcll o'er the purer charms of Haw k2iworth's 
Who bids deſponding Virtue foar eluate, [page z 
And ſway the ſceptre of an—injur'd ſtate ; 

In one—a giddy Almoran diſclaim, 

Who rambles tott'ring on the heights of fame; 
Genius and worth combin'd in Hawkeſworth 

view, 
And all th'applauſes ow to Hamet due. 
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EPIGRAM FROM MARTIAL. 
AN ANT INCLOSED IN AMBER. 
BENEATH a tow'ring poplar's waving ſh2ce 


With wand'ring ſtep a wanton inſec play'd ; 
A lucid drop the little ant reſtrains, 


Bound in the ſilver of the pearly chains: 
Thus the poor trav'ler, who of old was held 


An uſeleſs ranger of the verdant field, 
Richly embalm'd in borrow'd ſplendor hes, 
Ard wrap'd in lucid gems—with glory dies. 
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PARENT of light, thy beams diſplay 


With genial ſmile this ſacred day, 
In robe of purer radiance dreſs'd ! 
— This ſacred day a world was bleſs'd. 
To turn an injur'd Father's rod 
In man a Savior ſurk the God. 2 
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From a low manger's ſordid bed 

the Son of Glory rear'd his head: 
Yes! faithleſs man, for thee was born, 
For thee condemn'd to pain, and ſcorn; 
Condemn'd for thee to yield his breath, 


ä——U—U——— — —— ꝗ¶ V — —ͤ — 


Cruſn'd by the murd'ret's graceleſs death, 


Conſeſs then, upftart lord of earth, 


ag of a Savior's birth; 


bed 
4 
hd. 
C3 
— ＋ 
28 
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dice to notes of rapturc raiſe 
In triumph of a Savior's ar ; 
e FO 


a | 


3 With prof ate pride the godhead ſee, 


Who lir'd, who &y'd—to reſcue thee, ; 
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JU RN JAL OF A MODERN EA DV. 


SWIFT points, with Cenſure's keeneſt Wo? 

I'he failures of mankind; | 
And well do vice and folly fit 
| is ſatitizing mind. 


Ladia 


„„ 


Ladies - read on; the rigid plan 
Your harmleſs ſouls may bear; 

This very ſatire proves the man 
A ſtranger—to the fair. 


TO A FRIEN D, 


ON HIS MEDITATION IN A WALK, 


FOR Gifipation's eaſe while others rove, 


J With ſaunt'ring Rep, the meadow, or the grove; 
Or ſeek with. time-deſtro) ing walk awhile 
. Jo ſooth the rigors of pedantic toll ; 
; Sublimer ſcenes thy moral thoughts diſplay, 
Nor give one hour to indolence a prey; 
: O'erleap the bounds of ſublunary ſtrife, 
| And loath the ſplendid vanities of life. 
"Twas thus, that Tully, o'er the roaring main, 
: Or tedious road, purſued tne gen'rous ſtrain 3 
ech fleeting moment fir'd his foul to prove 
ine Parent's fondneſs, or the Patriot's love. 
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7 To 


How tow'r my foes with haughty front elate, 
And heave their daring banners in the face | 
Of heav'n preſumptuous! ſave my ſinking caule, 
»Tis Virtue calls—revenge, all-gracious Lord, | 
Revenge—nor leave Religion's walks a ſpoil I 
To arms, that revel in the ſcenes of blood. 


; IT. 
Was't not my God who gave me birth, who tun 
The chords of life to muſfic—why forſake, ' ' 
Why f:c--n upon thy work ? why give the {wort 
Of vice undaunted with, tumultuous rage 
To pierce my anguiſh'd ſoul - yet—PFather, fi; 
Fly—pour thy tempeſt on the ſons of pride. 
LO t II 
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III. | 
Still, fill along the wayward maze of liſe 
To guide my ſlidd'ring ſteps hang out the lamp 


Of heav'nly wiſdom—give me, give me, Lord, 
To ſoar Devotion's ſurmmit—bear my ſoul 


High to the adamantine throne—replete 
With ev'ry tranſport, ſtreaming in the ſky, 


IV. 


Wich ardor proſtrate at thy altar's baſe, 

I' pour th' inceflant pray'r, and lift my heart 
To loftieſt notes of gratitude—and thou, 
Harmonious harp, in ecſtacy of found 

Shalt ſwell thy pomp of muſic—thine to praiſe, | 
Rous'd by the theme, my Savior, and my God! 


V. 
But! why this ſullen weight of cold deſpair, 
© Why preſſes o'er my breaſt, and damps, my ſoul, 
Thy wing's aſpiring flight ?—Hence, ſorrow, 
F hence— 5 5 
The arm that forms, preſerves—the bellowing 
lj ſtorm = 
That hover'd o'er my head, is paſt—is gone, 
11] And beaming ſplendors gild the face of day. 
| "TOONS G3. VI. 
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| VI. 
Yet would'ſt thou ſmile in joy's eternal noon, 
Yet—would'ſt thou walk thy narrow round of life 
Unknown to ſorrow—be thy truſt—thy God: 
*Tis he will ſhed fair Virtue's ſoothing balm 


To lull thy midnight reſt, and watchful guide 
His guiltleſs vot'ry o'er the paths of peace. 


RE GNIER's EPITA PH. 


GAYLY I liv'd, as eaſe and nature taught, 
And ſpent my little life without a thought ; 
And am amaz'd that Death, the tyrant grim, 
Should think of me, who never thought of him. 


IN- 


— — 


INSCRIPTION rox THE TOMB 
O F 


GUSTAVUS ADOLPHUS. 


FROM THE 'SONNET OF M. ARNAUD 
D'ANDILLY. 


THE lightning's eye, the thunder's breath, _ 
1 wield around—deſpair and death; 

| Pour from the north the battle's flame, 

Were Juſtice points the paths of Fame, 


Germania ſaw my rapid courſe | 
Burſt the ſtrong chains of hoſtil force; 
My deſtin'd valor rais'd her head, 

When each faint wiſh of help was fled. 


The Stateſman's—Warrior's poſts were mine; 

No more Cæſarean virtues ſhine : 

The wond'ring world my deeds inſpire; 

What age has match'd Guſtavus? fire ! 

Triumphant life! triumphant doom! 

—The field of Vict'ry gave a todo. 
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Vet would'ſt thou ſmile in joy's eternal noon, 
Vet- would'ſt thou walk thy narrow round of life 
Unknown to ſorrow—be thy truſt—thy God: 
Tis he will ſhed fair Victue's ſoothing balm 
To lull thy midnight reſt, and watchful guide 
His guiltleſs vot'ry o'er the paths of peace. 


REGNIER' EPITAPH. 


GAYLY TI liv'd, as eaſe and nature taught, 
And ſpent my little life without a thought ; 
Ard am amaz'd that Death, the tyrant grim, 
Should think of me, who never thought of him. 


IN- 


INSCRIPTION ron Tus TOMB 
o F 


GUSTAVUS ADOLPHUS. 


FROM THE SONNET OF M. ARNAUD 
| D*'ANDILLY, 


THE lightning's eye, the thunder's breath, 
| wield around—deſpair and death; 
Pour from the north the battle's flame, 

| here Juſtice points the paths of Fame, 


Germania ſaw my rapid courſe 

Burſt the ſtrong chains of hoſtil force; 
My deſtin'd valor rais'd her head, 
When each faint wiſh of help was fled. 


The Stateſman's—Warrior's poſts were mine; 
No more Czfarean virtues ſhine : 
The wond'ring world my deeds inſpire; 
What age has match'd Guſtavus fire! 

_ Triumphant life! triumphant doom! 
— The field of Vi&'ry gave a tomb. 
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THE FOLLOWING LINES OCCASIONED 
THE ADDRESS TO A FRIEND, 
INSERTED PAGE 83. 


SUSPEND awhile, ye ſons of Care, 
The troubled thought, the plaintive ſighs, 
The racking viſions of deſpair z 
And ſtudy to be trvely wiſe. 
The pride of wealth, the pomp of pow'r, 
And all the joys, that treaſures give, 
Can never cheer the guilty hour, 
Or teach the ſordid ſlave to live. 
The Sun, indulgent fire of day, 
May ſet beneath a ſullen cloud, 
And many a ſtorm may caſt away 
The ſplendid veſſel of the proud. 
Not all, who plough life's fickle ſea, 
The wiſh'd-for ſhore, and harbor reach; 
Full many a wretch (tis heav/n's decree !) 
Mult ftarve, and periſh on the beach. 
Happy the ſage, who points his views 
| To ſome more great, and noble end, 
Some unfrequented track purſues 
With lovely Chloe for his friend, 
Whoſe ex*ry moment glides along 
Peaceful, ſerene, and cool, and even, 
Who ſcorns to join the buſy throng, 
And goes at laſt reſigud -- to heaven. 
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VOLTAIRE's HENRIADE, 
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WHERE ſiſter realms their ſacred bound'ries 
| boaſt, | 
The genial ſcenes of gay Idalia's coaſt, 
An ancient dome ſuperior awe commands, 
The firm foundations fix'd by Nature's hands; 
And ſince improv'd by Art's enlivening ſmiles, 
Unequal Nature mourns her baffled toils. 
Each circling plain the fragrant myrtles crown, 
Unknown to Winter's deſolating frown ; 
Around, her laviſh fruits Pomona pours ; 
Around, fair Flora ſpreads her blooming ſhow'rs. 
There, while ſpontaneous harveſts fill the plains, 
No ſeaſon changes, and no wretch complains; 
There peace unfading ſooths the ſons of earth, 
Such peace as rezgn'd at Nature's earlier birth; 
For there the Queen with lib'ral hand diſplays 

_ Celeſtial quiet, and ſereneſt days; 


94 HEN RIA D E, 


The placid ſweets which flream from Plenty's 
breaſt, 

With ev'ry joy, but Innocency, bleſs'd, 

From ſide to ſide the ſweets of muſic roll, 

W hoſe thrilling ſoftneſs faſcinates the ſoul, 

While plaintive accents mark the love-ſick hoſt, 

In ſhame who triumph, and their weakneſs boaſt, 


Each day encircled with the fragrant ſtore 
Proſtate the little godhead they implore; 

And eager preſs to learn the pois'nous art 

At once to pleaſure, and entrance the heart, 
Deluſive Hope, whoſe ſmiles ſerenely ſhine, 
Leads their fond ſteps to Love's enchanting ſhrine? 
Uaveil'd to fight, the beauteous *'Three advance, 
Indulge the ſong, and join the harmleſs dance: 
Voluptuous Pleaſure on the velvet plain 

In calm tranquillity attends the ſtrain. 

Lo! by her fide the heart-enchaining ſighs, 

| Fix'd filence ſtrongly ſpeaking to the eyes; 
The am'rous tranſports, and the ſoft defires, 
Which fan the boſom to the fierceſt fires, 


Such charms adorn the entrance of the dome : 
When far within the fondling vot'11es roar, 
What horrid ſcenes around the altar rell, 
And ſhake the !ibertine's prefſump:uous foul ! 


* The Graccs. No 
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No ſtrains harmonious fealt the raviſh'd ear, 
No more the laughing train of Joys appear : 
ConſciousImprudence, Murmurs, Fears, and Hate, 
With clouds c'erwhelm the ſplendors of the ſtate. 
Stern Jealouſy, whoſe falt'ring ſtzp obeys | 
Each fell ſuſpicion, that her bliſs betrays ; 
Ungovern'd Rage with marpeſt venom tor'd 
Rears in the van his enrelenting iword ; 
Theſe Malice joins, who with perfidious face 
Smiles at the triumphs of the ſavage race; 
Peniive Repentance ſhudd'ring in the rear 
Heaves the deep groan, and ſhow'rs the plen- 
tcons tear. 


Full in the centre of the baleful court, 
Which makes the bliſs of man its hapleſs ſport, 
Love waves forever his fantaſtic rod, 


At once a rig'rous, and a tender god. 7 
His infant-hand the fates of mortals bears, 

And ſiyly ſmiling ſcatters peace, and wars; 

Smooth his deceit's inſinuating art, 

Which buoys the captive animated heart; 

He counts his triumphs from the ſplendid throne, 
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While proſtrate ſons of pride the conqu'ror own; 
Careleſs of good he plies his ſavage {kil!, 
And dwells applauding on each deed of ill. 


* 


Now 
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Now Diſcord opes thro' level'd ranks of joy 

Her vengeful paſſage to the kindred boy; 

Fierce in her hand the brandiſh'd torches glow, 

Her eye-balls flaſh, and blood diſtains her brow: 

« Where then (ſhe cries) thy formidable darts ? 

«« Recline they pointed for ſome ſtubborn hearts? 

« [f Cer the rage of unrelenting love 

% More headſtrong, fan'd by flames of Diſcord, 
move; | | 

ce Tf oft for thee I've troubled Nature's laws, 

% Riſe, riſe to vengeance of my injur'd cauſe. 

1 Cruſh'd by a victor-king my ſnakes are lay'd, 

* Who joins the olive to the laurel's ſhade, 

« Amid the tumult of rebe/lious war 

% Meek-ſtepping Clemency attends his car; 

« Fix'd to his ſtandards waving in the wind, 

dhe ſmooths in Diſcord's ſpite the warrior's mind: 


c One vict'ry gain'd, my throne, my empire falls; 


Lo! Henry pours his rage on Paris” walls: 
« He flies to fight, to conquer, and forgive— 


« Faſt-bound in brazen chains muſt Diſcord live? 


**Tis thine to check the torrent of his courſe, 
« And drop ſoft poiſon on his valor's ſource: 

„Go, bend the victim to thy conqu'ring dart, 
<« And blaſt each virtue of his gen'rous heart. 


£© 
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* Of old (and well thou know'R) thy ſovereign 
care 

« Bow'd great Alcides to th'imperial fair; 

„By thee proud Antony's enervate mind 

For Cleopatra's ſmile each thought refign'd ; 

© In flight inglorious o'er the ocean hurl'd 

„% He quits for her the empire of the world. 

„Henry alone r2lills thy dread command, 

« Wither the laurels in his daring haad; 

„His brow entwine with myrtle's am'rous 
charms, 11 | 

„ And fink the flumb'ring warrior in thy arms; 

Fly to ſupport, he ſhakes my tott'ring throne) 


| © Fly, ſhield an empire, and a cauſe thine own.“ 


The monſter ſpake, the trembling roof around 
I Returns the horrors of th'afftight'ning ſound z 
Stretch'd on his flow'ry coach the lil ning pow'r 
With ſoft-deſigning ſmile afifis the ſhow's; 
Arm'd with his golden darts he ſœiftly flies 

Z Along the bright dominions of th= ſkies; 
Wich Pleaſures, Sports, and Graces in his train, 


The Zephyrs bear him to the Gallic plain. 


| Straight he diſcovers with malicious joy 
Ine feeble Simois, and the felds of Troy, 


H And 
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And laughs reflecting, o'er thoſe ſeats renown'd, 
Oa many a palace mould'ring on the ground. 
From far th'aſpiring ramparts ſtrike his ſight, 
The prodigy of earth, and art's delight, 
Which tow'r ſupreme, as Ocean's godhead gave 
The ſeat full empire o'er th*encircling wave. 
Sicilia's ſoft retreat the god retards, 
Where his own pow'r inſpir'd the paſt'ral bards; 
V/here, Fame reports, through ſecret paths he led 
The wand'ring waves from am'rous Alpheus“ bed. 
Now quitting Arethuſa's lovely ſhore, 
Swift to Vacluſa's ſeats his flight he bore; 
Aſylum ſoft, in life's ſerener days 
Where love-ſick Petrarch ſigh'd his penſive lays, 
From thence his eyes ſurvey the favorite ſtrand, 
Where Anet's walls uproſe to his command; 
There Art's rich toils ſuperior rev'tence claim, 
And ſtill beams forth Diana's cypher'd name; 
There on her tomb the Joys and Graces ſhow'r 
In grateful memory the fragrant flow'r. 


Now to the wand'rer Iv'ry's realm appears, 
Whence the dread monarch ſought ſeverer cares; 
But firſt with ſofter pleaſures ſooths his breaſt, 
And lulls his thunders to a tranſient reſt ; 
Around his ſide the warrior-youth diſplay'd 
Purſue the labors of the ſylvan ſhade, 


The 


BOOK IX. 
The wanton godhead with malicious pain 

His arrows ſharpens, and prepares his chain ; 
The winds, he ſmooth'd before, his nod alarms, 
He ſpeaks, and ſets the elements in atms; 
From ev'ry ſide he calls the furious ſtorms, 

| A weight of clouds the face of heav'n de forms; 
| Th'impetuous deluge ruſhes from the ſky, 

| The thunder roars, the livid lightnings fly; 

| The boiſt'rous brethren at his mandate. ſpring, 
And earth lies ſhadow'd wich their murky wing; 
| Bight Phoebus Ginks to night's incumbent load, 
| And conſcious Nature ſhudders at the God. 


| Cer the dark woods thro” miry dubions ways 
Alone, and comfortleſs, the monarch ſtrays, 

| When watchful Love diſplays the torch's light, 
| And ſtrikes the trav'ler with the friendly fight ; 
| The hoftil tar, with fatal joy betray'd, 

| He ſwiftly follows through the dreary ſhade. 
Such conſcious bliſs deluded wand'rers ſhow, 

| Led by the vapor's tranſitory glow ; 

The guide malignant thro' the midnight loom 
Attends the wretches, till they meet their doom. 


Beneath the horrors of the lone retreat 
| Roam'd a fair virgin's ſolitary feet; 
: H 2 
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Silent the centre of the fort within 

She waits her father from the battle's din; 
Loyal in council, vet'ran in the plain, 
He ſhone ſuperior o'er his ſovereign's train; 
D*Eftree her name, and Nature's guardian-care 
Had ſliow'i'd her treaſures to adorn the fair. 
Inferior charms the Grecian maid poſſeſs'd 
Whoſe guilt betray'd her Menelaüs' reſt; 
Inferior ſhe on flow'ry Tarſus view'd, 
Whoſe eyes the maſter of the world ſubdu'd ; 
While to the ſhore th'enamor'd Cidnians move, 
And ſhed rich incenſe tothe Queen of Love. 
Fluiſt'd wich the bloom of youth her moments roll, 
When ſofter paſſions rule the yielding ſoul ; 


As yet no ſwains the ſighing fraud impart, 
Tho' form'd for love, yet gen'rous was her heart: 
So the fair beanties of the fragrant roſe 
Coy in its ring to wantoning Zephyrs cloſe, 
But the full luftre of their ſtores diſplay, 
Cheer'd by the radiance of a ſummer's day. 


Approaching ily, to ſnare the harmleſs dame, 
Intidious love aſſumes a borrow'd name; 
Nor dart, nor torch his little hands employ, 
In voice, and figure, an unmeaning boy; 
From yonder ſtream (he cries) theſe happy ſeats 
*© Wl-fated Mayne's majeflic copqu'ror greets.” 

| Full 


1. 1or 


Full through her ſoul the ſoft infection ran, 

She pants to captivate the pod-like man; 

A livelier bloom her graceful features prove, 
Which crowns the triumph of applauding love. 
Vi hat can he doubt? Withcharms celeſtial ſpread 
Th'attractive virgin to the king he led; 

With doubled glow each ornament of art 

In Nature's guiſe enſlaves th'enamor'd heart; 
The golden tteſſes floating in the air 

Now kiſs the riſing boſom of the fair; 

Now gently waves that heav'nly ſeat diſplay'd, 
Py native innocence more lovely made. 

Not hers the gloomy low'r, which puts to fight | 
Each thought of love, of beauty, and delight; 
But the pure mildneſs of a decent ſhame 

The cheer ſoft- ſtreaking with the purple's flame; 
Which awe commands, yet animates detires, 
And ſheds, when conquer'd, Love's redoubled fires. 


The ſubtle god with each attractive grace 

Swells all the beauties. of the genial place; 

The plenteous myrtle with ſpontaneous birth. 
Springs from the conſecrated lap of earth; 
Around th'extended foliage ſmiles diſplay'd, 
Which lures the thoughtleſs thro'the baleſul ſhade; 
LEES 3 Till 
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Till bands unſeen th'entangled ſtep betray, 
Fear b ds their flight, but Pleaſure wins their Cay, 
Soft through the ſhade a ſoothing Lethe rolls, 
Where happy lovers with inebriate ſouls 

Quaff long oblivion to departed fame; 

So unrefilted Love's impetuous flame! 

How vary'd now the ſcene! Each boſom glows, 
Pour'd from the ſweets th'entrancing venom flows; 
All ſounds of love—around, the feather'd chcir 
Indulge the ſong, and burn with mutual fire. 
The hind ariſing e'er the dawn of day 

Forth to his golden treaſures bends his way; 
He ſtarts, he ſtops aghaſt, he heaves the ſighs, 
And feels the new-born paſſion with ſurprize. 
No more his ſoul the toils of harveſt move, 
Which dwells enchanted in the ſeats of love; 
While careleſs of her flock the damſel ſtands, 
And drops the ſpindle from her falt'ring hands. 


Could fair D*Eftres refiſt the magic charm ? 

What pow'r can guard *gainſt Love's prevailing 
| arm ? 

Superior foes her virgin-mildneſs load, 

At once her youth, an hero, and a god. 

Sternly reſolv'd the monarch's ſoul prepares 

Impatient to reſume che battle's cares; 


Some 
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Some ſubtle dæmon plies his ſecret art, 

And free-born Virtue ſighing quits the heart; 
To ſofter ſcenes his vanquiſh'd breaſt betray'd 
Sees, hears, and loves alone the heav'nly maid, 
Too ſoon the chieftains of th'embattled band 
With ardent vows their abſent prince demand; 
They ſhudder'd for his life, but little knew, 
Their fears were only to his glory due; 

And juſt their grief—the ſoldier's gen'rous pride 
Sinks to deſpair, no Henry for their guide. 

Ihe ſcene the guardian pow'r of France ſurveys, 
Ccar'd at the perils of the ſoft delavs ; 

At Louts' nod deſcending irom the ſkies. 

Scitt to the ſuccor of his ſon he flies; 

Alighted nigh to earth's extended round 

Ile fjreks.a mind for Wiſcom's ſtores renown'd ; 
Motwhere pale, hungry, ſpeechleſs ftudents claim, 
Wrap'd in a midnight-gloom, her ſacred name; 
But in fair Iv'ry, from the war's alarms 

Where the fluſh'd ſoldiers glow with Conqueſt's 

charms. N 

At length the genius ſtays his rapid flight, 
Where Calvin's floating banners ſptead to ſight: 

There Mornay he addreſs'd; where Reaſon leads, 
Her ſolid influence con ſecrates our deeds: 
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As o'er the * heathen ſouls the pour'd her ray, 
Whole virtues Chri/tians bluſhing might ſurvey. 


Severe, but friendly Mornay knew the art 

At once to mend, and captivate the heart; 

His deeds more rev'rence' than his doctrines 
move, 

Fach virtue meets his fond parental love. 

Full- ſteel'd to pleaſure, covetous of toils, 

He look'd on danger with undaunted ſmiles; 

No pois' nous frauds of palaces control 

His nobly ſtubborn purity of ſoul. 

Thus Arethuſa's genial waters flow 

Soft to the boſom of the deep below; 

A cryſtal pure, unconſcious of a ſtain, 

Spite of the billows of the roaring main. 


The ger*®rous Mornay, by the goddeſs led, 
Haſtes to the ſeats, where rapt'rous Pleaſure ſhed 
Her ſoothing opiate o'er the conqu'ror's breaſt, 
And lulls the fates of France awhile to reſt. 
Triumphant love each laviſh art employs 
To blaſt his glory with repeated joys; 
| | A 
In the original this compliment to Pagan merit 
is exemplify'd by the names of Plato, and Marcus 
Aurelie ; 
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A waſte of pleaſures fills the round of day, 
Pleaſures which fly too ſwiftly to decay. 

With conſcious rage the little god deſcry'd 
Mornay, and heav'n-born Wiſdom by his ſide ; 
Fix'd on the warrior chief he points the dart, 
To lull his ſenſes and enthrall the heart. 

The hero ſmiles diſdainſul; to the ground 
Each arrow falls, falls guiltleſs of a wound; 
The pow'r attends, his fight till Henry greets, 
And eyes ind:gnant the deteſted ſeats. 


Faſt by the ſpring, mid Nature's rich perfume» 
Sacred to ſilent ezſe where myrtles bloom, 
 D*Eftree on Henry laviſh'd all her charms; 
Melting he glow'd, and languifh'd in her arms: 
No cooling change their genial tranſports know, 
Soft from their eyes the tears of rapture flow; 
Tears, which redouble ev'ry fond delight, 
Ard heav'nly feelings of the ſoul excite; 
Fiulh'd with the full-blown rage of keen deſires» 
Which love alone can paint, for love alone in- 


ſpires. 


The wanton boys unfold the hero's veſt, 
While buxom pleaſures fan his ſoul to reſt; 
One holds the cuiraſs reeking from the plain, 
One graſps the ſword yet never worn in vain; 
| And 
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And ſmiles, as poiſing in his hand he ſhows 
The bulwark of the throne, and terror of its foes. 


From Diſcord's voice the ſtrains of inſult roll, 
She vents from far the tempeſt of her ſoul, 
With active fury at the favoring hour 

To roule the ſerpent of confed”rate pow'r ; 
And while the monarch ſinks to ſweet repoſe, 
She wakes to vengeance his relentleſs foes. 
Now 1n the fragrant gardens of delight 

Mornay appears—he bluſhes at the ſight; 
Their ſtartled boſoms mutual fears engage, 
And a dead ſilence chain'd th' approaching ſage; 
But looks in ſilence bow'd to earth impart 
A pow'rful language to the ſovereign's heart, 
And ſadneſs low' ring in the clouded face 
Explains at once his weakneſs and diſgrace. 


Th'accuſer rarely ſooths the guilty breaſ. 

Few, like the king, had Mornay's care confeſs'd: 

Fear not (he cries) my anger, reſt at eaſe; 

« Who points my duty cannot fail to pleaſe. 

« My heart ſprings worthy of thy god like ſtrain 

« *Tis well, and Henry is himſelf again; 

«© Love now reſigns that virtue he betray'd, 

« Fly, let us quit the dear, inglorious ſhade ; 
; | 60 Ves 
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«« Yes—quit the ſcenes, where my rebellious ſoul 
« Still wooes, enamor'd wooes, the ſoft control. 
Thy triumph, Mornay, ſwells my conqueſts' 
charms, | 
© We'll brave the pow'r of love in Glory's arms; 
*« Scatter deltruclion through th'extended ſhore, 
And ſheath my error in the Spaniard's gore.“ 
Theſe gen'rous words the ſage's ſoul inſpire. 
© Yes — now my ſovereign beams with native fire; 
Ves, great protector of thy country's plains, 
© *© Whooeer eachrebel-paſion keep'ſt the reins, 
# PE OR Love adds freſh luſtre to thy blaze of fame, 
For triumphs there ſuperior greatneſs claim.“ 
Z He ſaid— the monarch haſtens to depart, 
Bout, oh! what ſorrows load his am'rous heart! 
Still, as he flies, he cannot but adore, 
His tears he cenſures, but he weeps the more; 
Forc'd by the ſage, retraged by the fair, 
He goes, returns then quits her in deſpair. 


af 


„ 


© D'Efirce unable to ſaſtain the firife 

| Falls proſtrate, reft of color, as of life; 

A ſudden night invades her beauteous eyes, 
And love exclaims in anguiſh to the ſkies ; 
Scar'd to the heart. leſt Death's eternal ſhade 
Should rob his empire of ſo ſweet a maid; 

e Should 
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Should ſpoil the luſtre of thoſe heav'nly charms 
Still doom'd o'er France to ſpread the dire alarms, 
He claſps her to his breaſt ; the voice of love 
Bids the clos'd eye lid to its ſweetneſs move; 
The king ſhe names, the king demands in vain, 
Seeks with her eyes, and cloſes them again. 
Love bath'd in ſorrow for the ſuff'ring fair 
Wins her departing footſteps with his pray'r; 
With flatt'ring hopes her ſolac'd ſou! betray'd, 
And calm'd thoſe evils, which himſelf had made. 


Now fix'd by Mornay's unrelenting mind 
Strod the bold monarch to his guide reſign'd; 
Firm force, and godlike virtue, point the way, 
And Goory's hands the laurel's charms diſplay; 
While love indignant of vigorious fame 

Flies far to hide his anger, and bis ſhame, 
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Confeliis, & curribus utrre, 
Ovid. Metam. Lib. ii. 


EXALTED youth, in life's luxuriant prime, 
Who baldly tread'ſt the various walks of time, 
Give me a while to ſtay thy rapid force, 

And point the mazes of the ſlipp'ty ccurſe; 


Spurn not a zealous fliend's adviſing care, 


Temptation widely ſpreads her treach'rous ſnare, 


And the fell ſerpent's cave is moſtly found, 
Where richeſt beauties deck the verdant ground. 
Let temp'rate reaſor., with benign control, 
Reſtrain the boiſ'rous palons of the ſoul ! 
Pare are the joys, which Virtue's hour await, 
Joys boldly fix'd beyond the reach of fate. 

But 
* $i rectè frueris, non eſt ut copia major 
A Jove donari poſſit tibi. Tolle querelas; 

Pauper enim non eſt. cui rerum ſuppetit uſus. 
HO R. Epiſt, xii. Lib. i. 
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But why each tainted breeze with murmurs load: 

Uazaſt complaint's a ſlander to thy God 

Woo meekContent—ſhe ſooths the grateful breaſt; 

— Mind, mind alone will curſe, or make thee 

bleſs'd. | | 

* Wide—fron her copious ph if Fortune roli'd 

For thee the Hreams of uvexhauſted gold, 

(As rivers, winding from the dillaut plain, 

Exhauſt their tribute in the ſovereign main) 

Vain were the blaze of triumph—vain the lore 

The ſtill inſatiate woridiing. pants for more 

Though hich+-pil'd wealth the craving boſom fill, 

The foul of av'rice is rapacious ſtill, 

And 'tis at beſt, when ſoch the ſordid thirſt, 

The body's ſplendid, while the mind is carlt : 

Thus—may'lt thou EVER cry with pining heart, 

Heaven might have made thee happier than 
chou art. | 


Survey the man, whoſe eager fooiſteps ſtray, 
And fondly chrid the dang'rous wiles of play, 
Whoſe hand at length, the victim of the vice, 
Waves ev'ry hour the card, and ſhakes the dice; 
5 | How 
* D te | 
Confeſtim liquidus fortune rivus inauret. 


Ho, Ep. xii, Lib, i. 
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How, when his loſſes rend his ſhatter'd ſlate, 
(Loffes—thoſe debts of honor with the great) 
How will his wond'ring eyes with anguiſh find 
(His eyes, that weep the madneſs of his mind) 
Some low mean ſharper, victor of the war, 
With ftep triumphant vault into the car, | 
Where late he loll'd himſelf, now doom'd to pace 
Thoſe paths, which once he trod in ſtately grace, 
Condemn'd to bear and bear without return 
The gametter's laughter, and the noble's ſcorn. 
Vete—!ill with Virtue's purer charms poſleſs'd 
No vile infection taint thy gen'rous breaſt, 
Far o'er the dtoſs of earth with wiſdom fly ; 
Burſt ev'ry chain, and ſtrike into the ſky ; 
Looſe the bold thought in muſing rapture ſtray 
Deep through the caverns of the watry way; 
I There 


» 


| Peregrt eſt animus ine corpore velox. 
Adhuc ſublimia cures : 
O mare compeſcant cauſe: quid temperet annum: 
Stellz ſponte ſua juſſæne vagentur, et errent: 
Quid premat obſcurum, lunæ quid proferat orbem- 
Quid velit, & poſſit rerum concordia diſcors: _ 
Lmpedocleum, an ſtertinium deliret acumen. 
= — IIoR. Ep. x, Lib. i. 
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But—wyhyeach tainted breeze with murmurs load? 
Uazuſt complaint's a flander to thy God 
Woo meekContent—ſhe ſooths the grateful breaſt; 
— Mind, mind alone will curſe, or make thee 
bleſs'd. | 
* Wide—from her copious /azrce if Fortune roli'd 
For thee the ſtreams of unexhauſted gold, 
(As rivers, winding from the Gitant plain, 
Exhauſt their tribute in the ſovereign main) 
Vain were the blaze of triumph—vain the ſtore; 
The ſtill inſatiate wor:diing pants for mote 
Though hich-pil'd wealth the craving boſotn fill, 
T'ne ſoul of av'rice 15 rapacious ſtill, | 
And 'tis at beſt, when ſock the ſordid thirſt, 
The body's ſplendid, while the mind is curſt: 
Fus - may'ſt thou rver cry with pining heart, 
Heaven might have made thee happier than 
thou art. N 


Survey the man, whoſe eager footſte ps ſtray, 
And fondly chrid the danp*rous wiles of play, 
Whoſe hand at length, the victim of the vice, 
Waves ev'ry hour the card, and ſhakes the dice ; 
| DE | How 

222 ...... Ut te 
Confeſtim liquidus fortune rivus inauret. 
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How, when his loſſes rend his ſhatter'd ſtate, 
(Loffes—thoſe debts of honor with the great) 
How will his wond'ring eyes with anguiſh find 
(His eyes, that weep the madneſs of his mind) 
Some low mean ſharper, victor of the war, 

With ftep triumphant vault into the car, 

Where late he loll'd himſelf, now doom'd to pace 
Thoſe paths, which once he trod in ſtately grace, 
Condemn'd to bear and bear without return 
The gameſter's laughter, and the noble's ſcorn. 
Vet- ill with Virtve's purer charms poſleſs'd 
No vile infection taint thy gen'tous breaſt, 

* Far o'er the droſs of earth with wiſdom fly; 
Burſt ev'ry chain, and ſtrike into the (ky y; 

Looſe the bold thought -in muſing rapture ſtray 
Deep through the caverns of the watry way; 

| l There 


+ Peregrt eſt animus jine corpore velox. 
Adhuc fubl:mia cures: 
Or mare compeſcant cauſe: quid temperet annum: 
Stellæ ſponte ſui juſſæne vagentur, et errent: 
Quid premat obſcurum, lunz quid proferat orbem. 
Quid velit, & poſſit rerum concordia diſcor s: 
E-mpedocleum, an ſtertinium deliret acumen. 
| HoR. Ep. x, Lib. i. 
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Tnere view what ſecret, heav'n- directed force, 
Routes old Ocean, and repells his courſe ; 

hben high on wings of meditation climb, 
Survey what influence through the rolls of time 
Controls each ſeaſon of revolving years, 

And tunes to harmony the wand'ring ſpheres, . 
Thus, white the ſacred theme allures thy heart, 
Smile o'er th' ingenious ravings of Des Caites ; 
And with urerrinp Newton tread the road, 
That lifts the boſom to the throne of God: 
There proſtrate fall, adore th' almigbty hand, 
Which ſuch diſcordant concord can command. 
* Yet whether, friend, a philoſophic gueſt, 
Thy ſoul luxuriant glows with Nature's feaſt ; 
Or—roaming in the muſes? fragrant bow'rs 
With humbler hand thou cull'ſt poetic flow'rs; 
Receive the moral diftates | impart, | 

Tis not the tongue, that gives them, but the heart. 
When the ſoft Zephyr with propitidus pale 
Breathes on the wave and wantons o'er thy ſail ; 


Then 


* Ws , | i 
- Verum ſeu piſcem, ſeu porrum, & cæpe trucidas, 
Utere Pompeio Groſpho, & ft quid pet et, ultro 
Defer---ni! Groſphus niſi verum orabit, & æquum 


Vilis amicorum eſt annona, bonis uhi quid deeft, 
HoR. Ep. x. Lib. i. 
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Then plenteous ſtreams ApVICE—but flaws no 
mote : 

When the vaſt billows heare and tempeſts roar, 

Him, only him, thy fond regard ſnould own, 

Alike if fickle Fortune ſmile or frown, 

Stamp*d on whoſe ſoul her golden accent; writes 

True FRITNPSHIr— find her, they wad cat, 
at Hhite's. 
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When Greoaa's ſons gainſt Roman fury warr'd, 


Ihe batted hoſt ſoon knew. their-victor-Tord ; 

Put when Joſt Greece to conqu'ring Rome imparts 
Her gaudy faſhions, and allufing arts, 

Ine world's fam d victors fall tlie fave of Greece, 
And what by war they gain, they loſe by peace. 


IN theſe fair ſcenes, where Nature's lib'ral hand 
Pours her rich treaſures o'er the ſmiling land, 


1 2 - While 
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While crown'd with calm Retirement's peaceful 
Joys, 

For thee the pen my ready hand employs. 

Oh! thou whoſe ſoul eaamour'd of refort 


Glows in the dazzling ſan- ine of a court, 


The rural tranſports of the muſe attend; 
Neglect the poet, but revere the friend. 


—Full-well the muſe 74) untuneful verſe recitcs, 


When the heart dictates, what the hand indites. 


«© But whence (thou cry'ſt) this ſoul-alluring 
grace, 

© Which ſmiles on blooming Nature's verdant 
face ? 

«© Can all the fragrance of the ſylvan ſhade, 

The balmy meadow, and the tuneful glade, 

«« Can theſe—the ſeats of dull Retirement—raiſe 

A picture worthy of the voice of praiſe ?” 


Yet cou'd the friendly muſe one moment drown 

Th' endearing tumults of the fav'rite town; 

Bid the bright ſplendors of ambition ceaſe, 

A while to ſeat thee in the lap of peace; 

Then might thy ſoul the placid fountain know, 

Whence the pure ſtreams of ſweeteſt tranſports 
flow; 


Theſe 
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| —Theſe hated ſcenes far richer joys would 
ſhow'r 1 

Than all the blaze of grandeur, and of pow'r. 

Here in the vale of eaſe ſecure I reipn, 

Th' unknown Evander of a bleſt domain; 

Unaw'd by ſplendor, uncontrol'd by pelf, 

(Blaſh, grandeur, bluſh)—and maſter of my- 
ſelf; 

Whpa—tho' its “ ſmoaking lux'ry for my board 

All Gallia's wit were tortur'd to afford! 

What—though 1 view'd with elevated foul 


From ev'ry file my ciinving votes roll! 


Rear'd with a ſmile, and wither'd with a frown 
Theſe ſubjzeA-piants, that bicom beneath a 


cron; | 


Say—'midit this glare of grandeur could I find 


The placid feelings of an humbler mind? 

Yet tell me, thou whoſe heart's anchang'd 
employ 

| Ranſacks che wide creation's raund for joy, 

Who gorp'd with tranſpo:t's neciar-lauyhing 
bowl 

Would'ſt leave for care no corner in thy ſoul, 

| 1.3 : Would'ſt 


Pane egeo, mellitis potiore placentis. 
| Hor, Fs *. Lib. L, 
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* Would't thou, my friend, thy manſion's true. 
ture rear, | | 

Where Health with genial pinion fans the air ; 

Where ſcatt'ring blefings o'er the verdant land 

Indulgent Plenty waves her magic wand? 

When rig'rous winter locks the frozen {ky, 

Would'ſt thou to climes of mildeſt influence fly? 

Or, when impetuous Sol with fiery beams 

O'er Nature's blaſted face relentleſs ſtreams, 

Woud'lt thou, where Zephyrs o'er the ſen- burn'd 

heath | 

Waft the cool fragance of their ſoothing breath? 

Say—ſpeaks not Reaſon's whiſper from wichio, 

Fly, to be happy, to the rural ſcene ? | 

Here Peace, fair guardian of the virtuous breaſt, 


Protective hovers o'er tte bed of reſt, 
And ſhields with watchful wing tire flumb'ring 
heart, 
When Diſcontentment aims her poiſon'd dart. 
Say, can the flow'rs, whoſe blooming glories ſpread 
(Fiditious charms) the courily virgin's head, 5 
* Poxendzne domo quærenda eſt area ? = 
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Eft ubi plus tepeant hyemes, ubi gratior aura 
Leniat & rabiem Canis, & momenta Leonis ? 


Eſt ubi divellat ſomnos minds invida cura? 
| | IDE. 7 
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Can all their richeſt pride of beauty vie 

With genuine nature's variegated die? 

Or * can the ſtreams ſach lenient virtue ſhow, 
(Which bound by leaden ſhores enciſtern'd flow) 
As the pure criſtal of the ſiiver-flocd, 
Waichgently murm'ting trickles thro” the wood? 


Yet ev'n the breaſts which rural bleſſin gs ſcorn, 
Ev'n they ſubſervient mimic what they ſpurn; 


Why elſe th* applauding arm of luxury rear 


The verdant graces of the ſpacious {quaie ? 

+ Why ately columns heave their tow'ring pride, 
Where nature's treaſures bloom cn ev'ry fide ; 
There—where the eye commands thediſtantcoalt, 


There in the rural round of objects loſt ? 


t Fix'd to the dar ing object of her love 
No £&:ce elaitic Nature can remove ; | 
I 4 Within 


* Purior in vicis aqua tendit rumpere plumbum, 


Quem que per pronum trepidat cum murinure 
rivum. HcR. Ep. x. Lib. i. 
4 Inter varias nutritur ſylya columnas, 
Laudaturque domus, longos quæ proſpicit agros. 
8 Ip Eu. 
Naturam expellas fercà, tamen uſ. ue recurret. 
7 lou. 
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Within triumphant, fearleſs of control, 
Ceatred ſhe reigns, and rooted in the ſoul, 


Lull'd by the flatt'ring ſcenes of gay deſires 

Frail man th' external pomp of joy admires ; 

Nor dares, deluded by the fond deceit, 

Strip off the maſk, and diſappoint the cheat. 

But to the youth, who knows not to deſcry 

The ſmiling bloom of nature's vivid dye 

From the falſe purple's ruder charms diſplay'd, 

To deck the cheek of Bs celeſtial maid, 

Theſe errors to his love-bewilder'd heart, 

Can ne'er ſuch fatal pangsof grief impart, 

As to the thoughtleſs boſoms of mankind 

Tae moral errors of the wand' ring mind. 

How dread the pangs, Britannia, which awaig 

The ihatter'd vitals of thy ſinking ate! 

How does thy ancient virtue mould'ring fall! 

How does the Briton dwindle to a Gaul ! 
While 


E Nongui Sidonio contendere callidus oſtro 

Neſcit aquinatem potantia vellera fucum, 

Certius accipiet damnum : | 

Quàùm qui non poterit vero diſtinguere falſum. 
HR. Ep. xii, Lib. i. 
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While flatt'ry's ſoothing baits the ſoul betray, 
A dupe to foilies, and to vice a prey. 

Ah! iy the treach'rous ſweets of firen-pow'r 
—[nfidious Gallia ſmiles but to devour, 


He * who exu'ts, when liberal heav'n diſplais 
The genial influence of propitious rays, 
Trembling, frail fortune's penſioner, will bear 
Th' impending horrors of an adverſe air; 

His ſplendid treaſures drop with fault'ring fighs, 
And longing parly for the darling prize, 

+ Fly then—retire we to the balmy fades, 


ly —whereContent her pureſt tranſports ſpreads; 


There view with pitying eye th* unhappy great, 
And mourn the empty pag?eaatry of ſtate. 
4 Britain with flercer fury to advance 
Againſt the fatal pow'r of hoſtil France; 
Bids 

* Quem res plds nimio delectavere ſecundae 

Mutatae quatient. | 
Fuge magna, licet ſub paupere tecto 

Re ges et regum vita praecurrere amicos. Id. 


} Cervus equum pugna melior communibus herbis 
Pellebat, donec minor in certamine longo 
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Bids num'rous fleets with voice affrighted bear 

Ailiftant armies f. om the German air. 

The troops, tis true, for Biitain's arms may fight, 

Yet ſoon may claim the kingdom for their right; 

O'er the lethargic race triumphant reign, 

And bind their lords to flav'ry—like the Dane. 

Vairly we then {hail freedom's right demand, 

2utll'd by the ruthleſs victor's iron hand. 

Baut thou, ſhould Grandeur all her glories ſhed, 

Should wanton Lux'ry rear her beaming heed, 

Skou'd they diſplay profuſe the gilded ſtore, 

That clows on India's wealth-prolific ſhore; 

Give ihee to brandiſh empire's ſovereign 10d, 

And rule the fate cf millions with a nod; 

Ur dannted by temptation turn aſide, 

Nor heed the blazing thicne of wealth and pride, 

Thos undifturb'd by mi>'ry, and by firite,. 

Serene ſtlall giide the cuttent of thy life; 

And calmly fan'd by quiet's breathing gale 

Shall teal contented through the peaceful vele, 
When. 


® Imploravit opes hominis, fraenumque recepit, 

Sed poſtquam victor victo deceſſit ab hoſte 

Non qu: tem dorſo, non iraenum depulit ore. 
HoR. Ep. x. Lib. i. 
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* Whene'er we tread in Fortune's wider ſhoe, 
The eager feet a dang'rous path purſue; 

But when the footſtep narrower bounds confine, 
We're fetter'd, harraſs'd—and deſpondent pine, 
& For me, if e'er ambition's dire control 

To {lav'ry lulls my idolizing ſoul; 

If eber to gain prefermeat's happier hour, 

With fawning court [ haunt the man of pow'rs 
If e'er theſe eyes with ling'ring look behold 
The tinſel-ſplendors of allering gold; 

Or (While in night ti” emprifon'd mountain lies) 
Keep everlaſting vigils o'er the prize; 
Then—looſe th" indignant vencm, and o'erſpread 
With boundleſs fury my devoted head; | 

Fierce how'r the Rorimns of animated ire, 

Ege the quick taunt, and rouze the raging fire, 
Yet eſtill with honeft freedom Til deride 

The glare of wealth, and ar:ogance of pride; 
High o'er th' inſulting fiends will rear my (way, 
And make thoſe tyrants of the world obey. 


T HN 


Cui non conveniet ſua res, ut calceus olim, 
Si pede major erit, ſubvertet, ſi minor urct. , 
$ Nec me dimittes incaſtigatum, ubi plura 
Cogere, quam ſatis eſt, ac non ceſlare vid-bor. 
Hok. Ep. x. Lib. i. 


SECOND BO OR 
F 


EPISTLES or HORACE, 


„ J. 
TO HIS MAJESTY. 


SAY, friend, and father of a free-born ſtate, 
In manners ſpotleſs as in empire great, 

Amid the teinpeit of the public cares, 

The weight of nations, and a world's affairs, 
Say, ſhall a poet fieal Reflection's hour, 

And win the Monarch, though unknown to 
power? ' 


' Our patriot William, whoſe difiinguiſh'd name 
Beams with full laſtce in the rolls of fame, 


Tho? 
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Tho' foes unnumber'd felt his conquering ſword, 
Aud reſcu'd realms fell proſtrate to their lord; 


Tho” right triumphant hail'd his virtuous zeal, 


His throne the guardian of the public weal ; 
Yet, with a ſigh, deplor'd the factious days, 


Which curs'd his laurels, and abhor'd his praiſe. 


Immortal Marlb'rough, with reſiſtleſs courſe 
Who cruſn'd the hydra of united force, 
Found envy riſing, as his conqueſts roſe, 

To ſtain his merit, and avenge his foes. 
Sure lot of Virtoe !—Her ſuperior light 


Glares with full radiance, and o'erpowers the 


ſight; | 
Her charms we loath, till veil'd behind a cloud; 
The ſons of worth ne'er pleaſe but in the ſhroud, 


To thee, O prince, a willing nation pays 
The grateful incenſc of unbounded praiſe ; 
The bulwark of the laws, the friend of truth, 
Of worth full-ripen'd in the bloom of youth! 


Juſt their applauſe—ſearch every foreign throne, 
Lives there a monarch ſpotleſs as our own ? 
Who ſhowers each bleſſing o'er his native land, 
And mields the liberty a William plan SET BE 
| Though | 
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Though judgment here ingenuvous truth diſpey ſe, 
Yet, ſure, ſhe wanders from the paths of ſenſe, 
While with contempt ſhe views each ** modern 
name; 
Death the ſole paſſport to the gates of fame. 
Our ancient writers, like the time-worn buſt, 
Not for their worth are rev'renc'd, but their ruſt; 
Thy ſtrains, old Chaucer, conſecrated ſtand, 
But fink when poliſh'd by a Dryden's band; 
Eliza's, Henry's, Edward's bards we quote, 
And ſwear their fancy kindled as they wrote, 


If Roman genius claim our fainter praiſe, 

Ere learning triumph'd in Augultan days. 

Whyv not our own in Reaſon's balance weigb, 

Arid rev'rence, not to age, but merit, pay ? 

In fifer arts our taſtes ſuperior ſpring, | 

We play like Handel, and like Vincent ſing; 

Like Reid we paint; in darcing we excell, 

Thanks to great Hart!—and why not rhyme as 
well? 


If writers only from their age we prize, 
As rolling ſeaſons make our ſeniors wiſe, 
What years ſbal! conſecrate the poet's claim, 
And crown his labors wich eternal fame ? 


Fi 
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Fix we the point - An hundred be the date 

To rank the poet with th' eftabliſh'd great 

„ On merit's height a century may place, 

Nor fink with wretches of a modern race. 

Will age at ninety ſtamp the work divine, 

Or worthleſs youth diſgrace th' enervate line? 

The bard of ninety is an ancient name, 

% Poſi-ihon crowns him with the right of fame. 

Tis well; your ſolid logic | behold: 

Take ten away —* at eighty he is old.“ 

Thus wreſting month by month, and year by 
year, | 

Your ſubtle threads of reaſoning diſappear ; 

So melts the praiſe on.ſacred ancients ſhed, 

The partial laurel blooming for the dead. 


See tuneful Spenſer on the heights of fame 

„Spreads the full glories of his deathleſs name; 
„ Cull'd from the treaſures of whoſe manly line 
„ Ev'n Milton's thoughts with charms ſuperior 
„ thine, 192 


«© Tho' loſt the wand'rings of his flow'ry dream, 
© His lengthen'd allegory's clouded theme; 

« His tow'ring genius and deſcriptive vein 
To diſtant ages ſhall ador'd remain, 

«& Hence, 


128 HORACE 


“ Hence, cenſ'ring modern, -name an ancient 
©« bard, 

Worth ſtamps his verſe, and fame is the reward. 

«© What labor'd learning fills a Johnſon's page! 

ev Lee's ſwelling lines o'erpow?r with tragic rage; 

«© Freſh on the ſtage ſee Beaumont, Fletcher 
* ſtand, 

% Smooth'd by the poliſh of a modern hand ; 

„ Cibber with modiſh fopp'ries lures the heart 3 

And Congreve charms with unaffected art. 

For theſe the crowd wedy'd in the gall ry fit, 

1 For theſe endure the hot-houſe of a pit; 

Lords, Ladies ſimp'ring in the boxes ſwear 

„That no live autòber can with theſe compate. 
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Tis true, the publie judgment claims efteera, 

| Yet ne'er the town infallible I deem ; 

Ia 'ſpite of faſhion reaſon dares upbraid 

Theſe time-wiſe ſeniors of the writing trade; 

By truth directed her impartial eye, 

Which feels their beauties,can their faults deſcry : 

There is, where Shakeſpeare's ſelf, with laurels 
crown'd, 

Js loſt in clouds, or grovels on the ground. 


Nor think I ſpurn the bards, whoſe magic pow'r 
Amus'd my childhood many an idle hour; 


For 
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For whom from crabbed Greek 1 tole aways 
My taſk unfiniſh'd to a future day, 

Vet much I hate, when conſecrated age 
Aſſumes all merit to her ſpotleſs page; 

When, *mid the dullneſs of 2 thouſand lines, 
If ſome pure interval of genius ſhines, 

Some happier rhymes with poliſh'd ſweetneſs roll, 


In partial rapture we adore the whole, 


See how yon coxcomb, with fantaſtic vein, 
Judges, unread, a Churchill's manly ſtrain. 

« is true, the pow'rs of genius he diſplays, 
« Strong 1s his fancy, and ſevere his phraſe ; 
His only I can. read of modern rhymes, 

«© What pity 'tis he liv'd in later times!“ 


Should Truth a Johnſon's pedant dryneſs ſhow, 
Or blame defective characters in Rowe; 

With dying r/ymers wage the critic war, 

Aud laugh at kings in their triumpnal car; 

As well a modern Garrick (he might place 
Above the Bettertons of ancient race. 


Shall reaſon then be ſlave to whim's decrees ? 


Muſt thoughts, which fancy charm, the 5 


ment pleaſe? 
K | Shall 


— ——— 1 


— —ͤ—ę— —ä — — — — — 


1%th᷑Ä¶Iůͥiͥy n d ET 3 oO 1 


Shall Age, reluctant, Wiſdom's lore obey, 

Still plodding to the grave through Error's way ? 
Too proud theſe palſy'd critics to ſubmit 

To livelier. youth the miniftry of wit! 


With conſcious joy each living rhymer views 
The glowing frenzy of a Milton's muſe ; 


_ Ev*n thoſe, who feel not (to ſecure his fame) 


The pow'rs of genius, yet adore his name: 


I' his matchleſs bard, we proudly call our owa, 


Was loſt while living, and his worth unknown. 


Bluſh, Britons, bluſh. Is youth ſo deep a crime 


That patrons only can be made by time? 
Shall Envy with her frowns purſue the bard, 


Till death diſdain'd, tho' merit claims regard? 


Vhen wars no more our buſy thoughts employ, 
We glide inſenſibly to ſcenes of joy; 


Vice is careſs'd, and folly charms in turn, 


Alike for Arthur's and the turf we burn; 
To muſic, plays, and pantomimes we fly, 
At Ranelagh we live, at operas die; 


No more the ſculptor's ſkill, the painter's art, 


Win the fond eye, and ſteal into the heart; 
No more we feel the poet's warmth divine, 
And woo the holy raptures of the Nine. 


True 


V 
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True children thus in manhood's prime we rage 

For all the rattles of an infant- age; 

From joy to joy in eaſy fondneſs range, 

Our buſineſs pleaſure, and our pleaſure 
change, 


Ovr fathers, riſing with the riſing day, 
Diſcretely trod where profit ſhew'd the way; 
The lawyer faithful to his client's cauſe 

Lov'd to expliin, and not pervert the laws; 
Experienc'd vouih purſu'd the prudent plan, 
Nor lent their money 'till they knew the man; 
Unlike the modern ſop, whoie giddy views 

| Ne'er toil to ſave a fortune, but to loſe. 


Our jovial taſk to kill the lagging time, 
We walte the precious moments of our prime 
Peers, ſages, rabble, tread th? enchanted ground, 
The dance ftill triumphs, and the laugh goes 
round. 
E'en I, whoſe fancy ſoberer objects pleaſe, 
Who live contented in domeſiic eaſe, 
W hom noiſe diſguſts, nor geieties delight, 
So du}l—I cannot turn the day to night, 
Am ſtil'd a dolt, a fool, with whim poſſeſs'd, 
A rhyming, plodding trifler at the beſt. 
K 2 | „ Trades 
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Trades proſper by experienc'd artiſts plan'd; 
« Safe glides the ſhip beneath the pilot's hand; 
«© Med'cines confeſs the learned doctor's fill, 


« Loſt to all virtue when they” re cook'd by 


6 Min; 
« A Handel's pow'rs the ſounds of muſic feel, 
« While Arne, too idle to compole, mult ſteal; 
„From Scott and you the verſe unmeaning 
& rolls, 


« No ray of genius dawning in your ſouls.” 
— 1 . 


peace, empty cenſor know, this rhyming vein, 

Fheſe frantic wand'rings of a doting brain, 

Each nobler paſſion to the mind impart, 

And ſpread un bouaded empire o'er the heart. 

The bard, ſtill happy with his darling muſe, 

Each worldly ſcene with calm 1ndift rence 
views, 

Reſigns ambition to the courtly race, 

Nor mean]y ſtoops to nobles, though in place. 

The crowd may jar and wrangle, if they pleaſe, 


He knows no tumult, and he loves his caſe ; 


Tho” ghaſtly Want hang nodding o'er his head, 


No cares diſturb him for te-morrow's bread ; 


Too mild for war, too quiet to be great, 
In peace he ſhines an honor to the ſtate ; 
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While virtue's theme adorns his moral ſtrain, 
The bard, tho' humble, never lives in vain. 


Yet ſmall the gains which modern rhymers 
feed, | 

Condemn'd to write for thoſe who cannot read; 

To ſhameleſs ſtrains their venal muſe they fit, 

Where ribaldry's a jeſt, prophaneneſs wit. 

Now, pure as Richardlon's, their chaſter page 

Paints an untainted vitionary age; 

Paints us from each depen'rate paſſion free, 

Not what we are, but what we ought to be; 

Calls forth a Grandiſon's unſpotted bieaſt, 

o ſmooth Affliction's brow, and ſuccor the di— 
lzels'd. 


The virgin-train, with friplings in their prime, 

Indite their ſongs of love, and woo in rhyme; 

Fondly their numbers tune their fond deſires, 

And figh and whine, as little Cup'd fires. 

Religious notes enthuſiaſt Hervey pours 

In proſe poetic o'er prolific ſhow'rs ; 

Bids ſtarry heav'ns their genial influence yield, 

And ſtreaks each flow'ret of the painted neld. 

Spite of the curriſh ſoarling of Reviews, 

The bard, ſecure of fear, his courſe purſues; _ 
K 3 | In 
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In praiſe of peace the rival“ ſiſters ſing, 
And mourn a dead, or hail a marry'd, king. 


With little bleſs'd, our ſenators of old, 

Wiſe in the council, in the battle bold, 

Sooth'd, 'mid the bleſſings of retirement's hour, 

The toils of prandeur, and the weight of pow'r. 

The duteous children, and the faithful wile, 

(Hymen was then no harbinger of Qrife) 

Smil'd, the dear partners of the ſcene ; che feaſt 

No market ranſack'd ſor the welcome guelt ; 

Chear'd with their friends, and plcas'd with their 
repaſt, 

They chid malicious time, that flew too faſt. 

Serenely gay, the ſocial train would ſit, 

And ſport in ſallies of an harmleſs wit; 

Indulge the blitheſome tale, the riddle chime, 

And crown each flowing bumper with a rhyme. 

But Mirth retreating op'd the gate to Spite, 

And Wit, the friend of Laughter, learn'd to bite; 

A ſpy each neighbour, and each gueſt a foe, 

For form we viſit, and we treat for ſhow. 


At length elections rouſe the realm to arms, 
Each madden'd county thunders with alarms; 
os — | What 
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5 
1 What boots ennobled worth, or ſpotleſs fame ? 
Whole houſes periſh in the baneful flame. 
Bewild'ring party with relentleſs dart 
3 Wounds ev'ry brealt, and poiſons ev'ry heart ; 
The viper Scandal puts forth all her ſtrength, 
Names thine to view, and titles glare at length; 
A Pratt ſhe hiſſes in the judge's chair, | 

; Nor Pitt's unſully'd virtue deigns to ſpare, 


2 Conqu'rors of France, our faſcinated hearts, 
3 In arms ne'er vanguiſh'd, were ſubdu'd by arts. 
4 Where now the Epic's full majeſtic ſtrain, 
Deſcriptive fancy's animated vein, 


| Words that each paſhan of the heart control, 
And with the fineſt frenzy feaſt the ſoul ? 
5 For trifles now the ſtrong ſablime we quit, 


And prize the boyiſh fopperies of wit. 

Sunk is the tragic muſe ; the feeble page 

Ne'er warms the fancy with a Shakeſpeare's rage ; 
No more a Dryden's nervous line appears, 

A * Southerne's pathos, or an Otway's tears; 
Thoſe native ſtores our flow'ry taſles reſign, 
To cull the treaſures of each foreign mine. | | 
Italia lures us with her filken ſmile, - 
And Gallia's gilded vanities beguile; | 
5 — + Genius — 
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Genius is vaniſh'd, and refinement ſought, 


Chaſte is the language, but unman'd the 
thought, 


Such eaſe familiar comic ſcenes diſplay, 

They ſeem the product of a ſingle day; 

But care muſt edge the wit which nature guides, 

For all can feel where common life preſides. 

Forc'd beyond truth, not Baſhful's freaks can 
keep ” 

A Morphy's liſtleſs hearers from their ſleep ; 

Nor Grifith's ſober ſcenes our thoughts can 
rule, CE | 

Nor Macklin's bawdry, nor the Lovers“ School; 

While burſts of wit the laughing hours engage, 

Unwieldy Falſtaff waddling o'er the ſtage. 

But whence the cauſe ?—The ſtage, unknown 
to ſenſe, | | 

Lures ev'ry ſcribler, while it ſhews the pence ; 

Three fatt'ning benefits their cares appeaſe, 

And then—the town may cenſure if they pleaſe. 


Is there, ambitious of a deathleſs name, 

Who mounts with tow'ring ſteps the car of fame? 

His throbing breaſt contending paſſions fill, 

A ſmile tranſports him, and a frown can kill: 
Such 
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Out pops the ſhepherd with his ſimp'ring fair; 
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Such fickle turns the flutt'rivg thoughts control, 
Where avarice of fame uſurps the ſoul. 


With me ambition's dazzling views ſhall ceaſe, 
Poor is the glory which deſtroys my peace ; 
Say, can the bubble ſolid joys ſupply, 

If, in the moment that it breaks, we die? 


But chief, though pride preſumptuous hopes 
excite, 

The ſick'ning bard muſt ſhudder with affright, 

To hear the clam'rous hydra of the town 

His loftieſt ſcenes with partial cat-calls drown 

To hear ſome huge Hibernians of the throng 

Roar for a farce, a pantomime, or ſong ; 

And if deny'd, theſe heroes in a rage 

Tear up the benches, and deface the ſtage, 


The great, as wiſe, with fondling tranſport fly 
To pageant gewgaws which enchant the eye. 
When horror low'ring in each face appears, 
And ev'ry circling eye is bath'd in tears, 
Behold the foreign harlequins advance, 
Writh'd to each antic geiture in the dance! 
The underlings give way—with princely air 


They 
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They jump, they kick, —the crowd around them 
| ſtands 

Ia paſſive ſtate, with tabors in their bands; 

Theſe from the active ſwain are doom'd to feel 

The pos'rs elaſtic of his magic heel, 

And now, deſcending from the throne of Jove, 

Apollo lightly trips it o'er the grove ; 

While from his dazzling ſeat, with conſcious joy, 

The Godhead views the ſallies of his boy. | 


Could Shakeſpeare riſe and paſs his hour on earth, 


How would he curſe the frenzy of our mirch! 
Tho? buſtling harlequin the thoughts engage, 
The darling Proteus of a monkiſh ſtage, 

Or tioſel nobles, in a ſplendid row, 

Drag on a mimic coronation's ſhow, 

The gaping audience would alone inſpire 

His lively taunts, or animate his ire, 

To think theſe triflers o'er the wiſe are plac'd 

Standards of genius, and the rules of taſte, 


But hark ! what clam” rous cries with deaf ning 
ſound 

Fill all the houſe, and ev'ry ſenſe confound ! 

Loud as the cannon, whoſe tumultuous roar 


Shook the —_ Spaniard on the Cuban ſhore, 


From 
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From loaded gall'ries ſuch the ſhout that ſprings 
Rous'd by the glare of gen'rals or of kings! 
Amid the rage of elarions and of drums 

The mighty conqu'ror ALEXANDER comes 
What l- has he ſpoken ?—Not a wore—behold 
Majeſtic Ross's helmet beams with gold! 


Nor deem, where tragic warmth divinely glows, 
In icanty ſtreams my panegyric flows, 

Loathing the Eagle Gerius, when (he towers 
A ſight far loſtier than my feeble powers; 

Pra fe fills my tongue, and animates my heart, 
Charm'd with the mapic of poetic art, 


When (trong imagination's full control 


Calls forth at will each paſhon of the ſoul ; 
To pity ſooths me, or with terror fires, 
Melts me to love, or to revenge inſpires ; 
On boundleſs pinions gives me to explore 
Ideal climes and realms untrod before. 


Nor yet the bards ſeverer cenſure claim, 
Who humbly tread th' inferior walk of fame; 
Be worth enliven'd by the breath of praiſe, 
For know, Apollo frowns not on their lays ; 
On Pindus' top tho? flow'rs Iuxutiant blow, 
Re fofters ev'ry ſhrub that blooms below. 
„ Yet 
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Vet folly's weeds, to choak the muſe's toil, 

Shoot forth from vanity's luxuriant foil; 

Charm'd with our numbers, ere the work 1s 
done, | 

In conſcious triumph to our friend we run ; 

Alleep, ſatigu'd, in buſineſs, or in pain, 

He muſt peruſe the labors of our brain; 

Each thought he praiſes, nor a blemiſh ſhows — 

Th' impartial critic is the worſt of foes, 

Now fondly we rc hearſe the darling line, 

Till the teas'd hearer cries, ** PTis all divine!“ 

Now mourn the folly of a witleſs age, 

Which loaths the raptures of poetic tage; 

While thoughts illum'd by genius' brighteſt ray 

Shine but the paſſing meteor of a day. 

Boidly we hope, when once for poets known, 

Our rhymes will meet a welcome from the 
throne, | 

In fame eſtabliſh'd, and our wealth increas'd, 

We riſe, in fancy, Iaureats—at the lealt. 


Yet few the wits, whoſe loyal numbers ſing 
Th' exalted virtues of a patriot king; 
Few, from immortal Dryden's happier time, 
But fink unnotic'd with the dregs of rhyme. 

ES Es III-ſated 
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Til-fated Charles! on each degenerate bard 

Thy foſtering favor ſhower'a the great reward ; 
The ſtatcſman droop'd, meer witling of the court, 
A pun his bufine(s, and his care to {port ; 

E'en there had Virtue beam'd divinely bright, 
Such clouds of rhyme had veil'd her from the ſight. 
While worthleſs pens exhauſt the public cheſt, 
A dupe the ſov'reign, and his fame a jeſt, 

Lo! Kueller's pencil, with mej e ſtie grace, 

In living colors paints his ſacred face, 

And to ſome I Ry ſbrac of his art the truſt 

To mould the features of th' imperial buſt. 
Thus Folly's prince in Laughter'slap would fit, 
At once the critic and diſgrace of wit, 

In flow'ry rhymes amuſe the careleſs day, 

And wich his butterflies of grandeur play. 

A Dryden's genius ſoars on eagle-wings, 

His numbers kindle ev'ry theme he ſings ; 

In conſcious pride the manly ſtrains appear: 
Oh! had the monarch's wealth been laviſh'd here! 


1 A friend ſuſpeRs, that the introduction of this 
artiſt with Sir Godfrey Kneller might found an ac- 
cuſation of anachromſm. The author imagines, 
that he cannot be underſtood to deciare that the 
Fidler-King and Ryſbrac were cotemporaries ; he 
confeſſes, that he was unwilling to paſs by an occa- 
tion of paying this ſmall tribute to a ſtatuary, whoſe 
excellence would have done honor to any age, os 
country. 8 
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No more, ye great, the ſculptor's pow'r engage 

To trace your features for a future age; 

Verſe, heav'n-born verſe, will conſecrate your 
name, | 

And raiſe each glowing virtue into fame. 


Would the coy muſe my daring flights inſpire, 
A George's worth ſhould animate the lyre. 
Ves—I would paiat the deeds of Britiſh arms, 
Each diſtant nation ſhudd'ring with alarms ; 
Whoſe pow'r no ſtrong-embattled forts refrain, 
Hoſts in the field, or navies on the main; 

While ſhatter'd Gallia trembles at their force, 
AndsSpain appall'd ſtandswond'⁊ing at cheir courſe. 


Now, ſhould the verſ2 each ſofter virtue ſcan, 
And praiſe at once the monarch and the man, 
In epic majeſty the thoughts ſhould roll, | 
Did genius aid the fervor of my ſoul. 

Yet vain the wiſh, where fancy never glow'd 
With humbler raptures in a birth-day ode; 
Nor crop'd one flow'ret from Parnaſſian plains, 
To bind in loyal wreaths with Granta's ſwains. 


Hence, hence, this fondling vanity of heart, 
Whoſe charms a poiſon to the muſe impart ! 
'The world ofererrors hang, which laughter move, 
Unconſcious of the worth that ſmiles above. 

But 


* 
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But whence this luſt of fame ?—too ſure to bring 
(True earthly pleaſure)—with each joy a fling, 
Doom'd (happy lot!) a tranſient hour to ſhine, 

Some daubing plaift'rer lifts me to a ſign; 
The ſtranger-face in antic prints may ſpread, 
And Grub-ſtreet whine my elegy when dead. 
Perhaps ſome rural 'ſquire his game may fend 
Wrap'd in the tuneful labors of his friend; 
Perhaps with riddles and acroſtics ſeen 
My verſe may fringe ſome courtly Magazine 
With amorous ballads flutter on the wall, 
Or ſoftly ſleep, the lumber of a ſtall. 

1765, 


HORACE, 


6b II. 
MY friend, my Cowper, whoſe ſ:verer heart 
Abhors the guilty wiles of faithleſs art, 
Suppole a jockey, of true York{hire breed, 
Should to your choice produce the pamper*d ſteed, 
And thus harangue, not deeming it'a {in 
(From Mode) to take th'unknowing ſcholar in : 
* He's ſound from head to foot, obſerve his pace, 
No racer ever mov'd with ſuch a grace; 
And then—ſo mild, ſo eaſy to be led, 
A very child might turn him with a thread. 
Seek you his blood? Diſtinguiſh'd birth he 
claims, | 5 
From fires and grand- ſires of unrival'd names; 
But, merit by experience beſt is known, 
Take him—for fifty pieces he's your own, 


a 
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A crafty brother of the trade may raiſe, 
* By venal puffs, a batter'd courſer's praiſe; 
© Such arts the man diſdains, whoſe little ſtore 
© Is this alone, unpurchas'd of a ſcore : 
© Poſeſs'd by other dealers, in a trice 

An hundred pieces were at leaſt the price.“ 


The tainted manners of the world declare 
This practice honeſt, and the bargain fair; 
While falſhood's wiles a pilfering jockey draw 
Beyond the ſcourges of avenging law. 


Preſs'd by my friend to write I plead my vein 
Of genivs ſunk, my lethargy of brain; 

And bowing to rebuke MyseLy I own 

The tardieſt correſpondent ever known. 

But vain the plea, when careleſs I refuſe 
The long-wiſh'd tribute of my proffer'd muſe ; 
Still you complain, that promiſes I make, 
A downright courtier, at my will to break. 


A curate, ſtranger to the cares of ſtrife, 
Sunk his whole fortune in a college-life ; 
In learning rich, impoveriſh'd by his fees, 
(Though merit fail, ſure paſſports to degrees} 
Impell'd by hunger, in deſpondent ſlate, 
Ale ſovght the levees of the ruling great. 

EO ST A By 
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By ñx'd attendance, and unweary'd pains, 

At length a plenteous benefice he gains ; 

Soon the ſoft ſlumbers of the ſtall he meets, 
And now his fond embrace the mitre greets. 
Preferment's height while thus his wiſhes reach, 
For an old friend ſolicited to preach, - 

Beneath mild reaſon's banners to enliſt, 

And cruſh the hydra of a methodift, 

In vain the genius of religion cries, 

Tis virtue calls, purſue the heav'nly prize!“ 
Let thoſe alone be ſlaves, with want oppreſs'd, 
_ Rejoins the ſage, and climb, like me, to reſt!“ 


At ſchool I learn'd (tis many another's lot) 
Thoſe ſacred claſſics I have ſince forgot, 

Had Ovid's monſtrous miracles by rote, 

| Maſter'd old Homer, and could Virgil quote 
At college, a mere trifler, to my ſtore 

Of wit I added not a tittle more; 

For Euclid ne'er one moment could engage, 
And Phyſics? lab'rinth damp'd the muſe's rage, 
From Benet's tott'ring manſion I was hurl'd 

'To the rude buſtle of a buſy world, 

Where honeſt youth with artful age muſt fight, 
And wrong ſtill triumphs, when oppos'd by right. 


Fir'd 
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Fir'd at the ſcene, the Muſe indignant ſprings, 
And prunes to ſatire's ſtrain her youthful wings; 
Too free for courts, too careleſs to be great, 
Proud of an humble, independent ſtate; 

Rich with contentment, in myſelf I'm bleſs'd, 
And not ſo mad, that verſe ſhould break my reſt. 


The whirling year, with ſure, tho' ſilent pace, 
Steals ev'ry bliſs, and rifles ev'ry grace; 

Each paſtime deadens, and each ſport deſtroys, 
Nor leaves the mind an appetite for joys : 
Perhaps *twill ſoon forbid my verſe to roll, 
And wreſt the ruling miſtreſs of my ſoul. 


See! diff rent ſubjeQs diff 'rent minds approve, 
Some tragic ſtrains, and ſome the comic love ; 
To Satire's notes my gw OREN 
ſpring, 

= Bicb they alone deteſt, who frond her ſting. 


Have you ne'er ſeen three cits impatient cat, 
Of fancies various as their various treat ? 

One of a fowl enamor'd, one of fiſh, 

The third with cuſtard loads his ſmoaking diſh ; 
In this alone their motley taſtes agreed, 

That life's beſt choiceſt pleaſure is—to feed. 

| L 2 But 
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But ſay, while cares on cares the genius tire, 
How can a poet ſtrike his tuneful lyre? 

To hear his ſuit, ons drags me to the hall, 
To ' Change J hurry at another's call; 

A third ne'er quits me, till my ſickening mind 
Toils o'er his poem, for the preſs deſign'd. 


Thus at the nod of every fool I meet, 
Splaſh'd in the road, or joſtled in the ſtreet, 
At once a thouſand prattlers doom'd to hear, 
And bend alike to all th'obedient ear, 

My kindling fancy well the lay may ſound, 
Bleſs'd with this ſtill ſerenity around, 


A carriage here, with pond'rous timbers fill'd, 
(For all xo build to live, or live to build) 
Nods ruin o'er my head; with hapleſs lot, 
(Thanks to the labors of the ſrugal Scot, 
No poſt to guard me from the chairman's pole,) 
Forc'd from the foot- path, in the mire I roll; 
Blind fiddlers ſcrape, carts rattle, milkmen bawl, 
And ragged firens tedious ditties draw] ; 

Amidſt ſuch diſſonance, with warmth divine, 
Sol conjure from their bow'rs the peaceful nine, 


Our tuneſul coxcombs, overpower'd with noiſe, 
Fly to the calmneſs of Retirement's joys, 
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O'er the full bottle cheer the lagging time, 

Stretch'd in the ſhade, or dozing o'er a rhyme : 
Thrice happy fouls ! be their's the taſk of fame! 
The din of cities mocks the poet's claim, | 


A genius ſeek'ſt thou? Granta's ancient ſeat 
Points to the letter'd mind her ſoft retreat; 

Zeven years conſum'd in d rudgery of books, 

See! like a ghoſt he ſtalks with pallid looks; 

Abſorb'd in ethics, and grown old with care, 

Amaz'd the people at the monſter ſtare. 

Amid the tempeſt of a buſy throng 

By me they paſs inſenſibly along; 

Ev'n ſhould I ſtrike the lyre, this boiſt'rous town 

Would ſtun the muſes,, and my numbers drown. 


Two conjurers late the courts of juſtice ſaw, 


Leinſmen in knowledge, brethren. of the laws 


To fame they both by mutual flattery ſoar'd, 
Thisſpoke like Mansfield, That like Norton roar'd. 
What leſſer madneſs rules the ſons of rhyme! 
One loves the mournful elegy to chime ; 

Here paſtoral blooms, there odes luxuriant blow, 
I, a poor ſprig of ſatire, droop below. 


Bleſs'd with its own conceit the poet's brain 
Deems genius banith'd from a proſeman's ilrain; 
L 3 This 
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This ſelf-made monarch mounts the ſacred 
throne, 


And claims the realms of learning for his own, 


But nearer mark theſe darling ſons of fame! 
The wreath they freely give, they freely claim; 
Poets, like counſel learned in the laws, 

With well-diſſembled jarrings aid their cauſe; 
Bloodleſs they ſkirmiſh to divide the bays, 
Then riſe immortal by each other's praiſe, 

Tf plaintive elegy inſpire his lay, | 

I hail the bard a Hammond, or a Gray; 

In turn, with rapture, o'er my manly line 

He ſees a Dryden, or a Churchill ſhine. 
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What cares alarm me, when I rouſe the ſong, 
To ward the cenſures of the monthly throng ! 
At Reaſon's calm return my ſoul's at eaſe, 
Tho' waſps buz round me, and though repliles 
teaſe. = 7 
Let meaner bards contemptuous mirth inſpire, 
Still rhyming dulneſs will herſelf admire; 
No cenſure galls him, and no Critic awes, 
While the fool riots o'er his own applauſe, 


OS 


The bard, whoſe genius builds the work divine, 
Muſe. ſtrictly ſcrutinize each darling line; 
5 Mult 
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Muſt greatly dare with rigorous hand diſplace 
Words without force, and periods without grace, 


Prune the luxuriant, blot th' enervate lay, 


Nor from the ſheltering cloſet give to day, 


With care the poet muſt reſtore to light 

The phraſe-loag bury'd in Oblivion's night; 

With ruſt full-canker'd, and deform'd with 
mould, 2 

Ev'n tales of wit diſpleaſe, by Chaucer told: 

Leſs ancient words with genial luſtre ſhine, 

Cull'd from the ſterling worth of Spenſer's line. 


Words he may coin to former days unknown, 
And uſe ſhall kindly ſtamp them for her own ; 


Thus, like the limpid fiream, ſerenely ſtrong, 
Shall roll the current of his verſe along; 
Around, her bleflirgs Plenty ſhall diffuſe, 
Ard add freſh triumphs to his native muſe. 


Poliſh'd, and ſweet, his numbers ſhall diſpenſe 
'Tne warmth of fancy, and the charms of ſenſe; 


Allure with elegance, with boldneſs pleaſe, 


And prove the painful taſk to write with eaſe. 


Be mine far rather, mid the ſcribbling throng, 
To tune at moſt a riddle, or a ſong; | 
L 4 And 
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This ſelf-made monarch mounts the ſacred 
throne, 
And claims the realms of learning for his own, 


But nearer mark theſe darling ſons of fame! 
The wreath they freely give, they freely claim ; ; 
Poets, like counſel learned in the laws, þ 
With well-diſſembled jarrings aid their cauſe; | 
Bloodleſs they ſkirmiſh to divide the bays, 
Then riſe immortal by each other's praiſe, 

If plaintive elegy inſpire his lay, 

T hail the bard a Hammond, or a Gray; 

In turn, with rapture, o'er my manly line 
He ſees a Dryden, or a Churchill ſhine. 


What cares alarm me, when I rouſe the ſong, 
To ward the cenſures of the monthly throng ! 
At Reaſon's calm return my ſoul's at eaſe, 
Tho' waſps buz round me, and though rep!iles 
teaſe. | 
Let meaner bards contemptuous mirth inſpire, 
Still rhyming dulneſs will herſelf admire; 
No cenſure galls him, and no Critic awes, 
While the fool riots o'er his own applauſe. 


The bard, whoſe genius builds the work divine, 
Muſ. ſtrictly ſcrutinize each darling line; 


' 
| 
| 
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Muſt greatly dare with rigorous hand diſplace 
Words without force, and periods without grace, 
Prune the luxuriant, blot th' enervate lay, 

Nor from the ſheltering cloſet give to day. 


With care the poet muſt reſtore to light 

The phraſe-loag bury'd in Oblivion's night; 

With ruft full-canker'd, and deform'd with 
mould, 

Ev'n tales of wit diſpleaſe, by Chaucer told: 

Leſs ancient words with genial luſtre ſhine, 

Cull'd from the ſterling worth of Spenſer's line. 


| Words he may coin to former days unknown, 


And uſe ſhall kindly ſtamp them for her own; 
Thus, like the limpid ſtream, ſerenely ſtrong, 
Shall roll the current of his verſe along; 
Around, her bleſſir gs Plenty ſhall diffuſe, 


Ard add freſh triumphs to his native muſe. 


Poliſh'd, and ſweet, his numbers ſhall diſpenſe 
Tne warmth of fancy, and the charms of ſenſe; 
Allure with elegance, with boldneſs pleaſe, 
And prove the painful taſk to write with eaſe, 


| Be mine far rather, *mid the ſcribbling throng, 
To tune at moſt a riddle, or a ſong; 
= 6 | And 


| 
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He, like the world, ne'er quarrel'd for a ſtraw 


All rrifles ſuited to the taſte of boys; 


ics NON 


And o'er my trifling rhymes enraptur'd fit, 
Free from the troubles, and the cares of wit. 


In England late (and England, it is known, 
Adopts each foreign madneſs for her own) 
A taſteful Indian muſic's charms admir'd, 


And over the ſoft Italian air expir'd ; 
At home rejoic'd, as in the pit, his tongue 


Dwelt on the praiſes of Mingoti's ſong. 


Yet—his the bleſſings of domeſtic life, 


Fond of his children, tender to his wife; 
King to his neighbors, and, a foe to law, 

2 
So mild his temper, he would never ſwear, 
Ualeſs you ridicul'd a favorite air. 

His friends, impatient of his modiſh vein, 

To cure this tuneful tingling ia his brain, 
Urg'd him from darling op'ras to remove, 
And prais'd the ſweeter muſic of the grove. 


« Friends (he reply'd) ev'n take me where you 


will, _ 
« My lovely ſongſters muſt attend me ill; 


Still theſoft raptures which their ſtrains impart, 


% Rule o'er my paſſions, and enchant my heart,” 


*Tis Wiſdom calls—renounce all meaner joys, 


Shall 
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Shall Age conſume her poor remains of time 

In wooing muſes, and in jingling rhyme; | 

Careleſs to tune, on truth's exalted plan, 

The moral thought, and harmoniſe the man? 

Hark;—This is Reaſon's voice, —Aitend her 
| ſtrain 55 . 


If water's plenteous ſtreams are pour'd in vain 
To ſlake your thirſt, as nature bids, you fly 
Where Art her healing ſuccor may ſupply ; 
And why conceal, when fortune to your ſtore 
Has kindly added, that you thirſt for more ? 

If herbs can cure the wound's afflictive rage, 
You ſeek with herbs thoſe torments to ailwage 5. 
And why diſdain, by Reaſon's calm control, 
To cure the wounds, that rankle in your ſoul 
Aſk of the world, you hear the general rule, 
Where Fortune ſmiles, ſhe baniſhes the fool ;? 
Survey yourſelf; when wealthier, can you find 
One brighter ſpark of wiſdom in your mind? 
With gold increaſing, if your worth increaſe, 
If all the cravings of deſire ſhould ceaſe, 

Well might you bluſh another's lot to view 

5 Whom wealth has made a happier man than you. 


If your's the purchaſe, when you've paid its price, 
Ta fix a title, take the law's advice 3 
_ With 
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With me (let cares of right her ſons employ) 
Thoſe are alone poſſeſſors, who enjoy. 
O'er lordly ſeats (no entrance is deny'd, 
Where every gazer feeds the maſter's pride) 
With eye of curious wonder when I rove 
The lawn wide-open'd, and the fragrant grove, 
Survey the variepated charms, which yield 
The garden's bluſh, and treaſures of the field, 
All for my own Iclaim with rapt'rons mind, 
Pleas'd, for my hour, the richer joys to find, 
A ſmall, but well-ſpent trifle can afford, 
Than for his laviſh'd thouſands bleſs my lord. 
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A country ſquire (Deceit familiar) bought 1 | 
Peaſe, to the market by his gardener biought, | 
And ſat him down, unconſcious of the cheat, | 
To cook his wholeſome Pythagorean treat; 

Yet plants in earth, and peaches on the wall, 

He view'd delighted, and his own would call. 

Unhappy man! how wavering is thy power 

| O'er beauties blaſted in their budding hour! 

f Or doom'd a prey to violence and fraud, 

= From knaves at home, or pilferers abroad. 


But grant theſe evils to thy ſtate unknown, 
The ſpoiler, Death, will rob thee of thy own, 
of os 


BOOK H. EPIS T. H. 155 


Of all thou loveſt, and transfer thy land, 

A fickle bleſſing, to another's hand. 

Since then a joy ſo tranſient is decreed 

To fleeting life, ſince heirs to heirs ſucceed, 
Quick as the rolling billows of the main, | 
Vain are thy pleaſures, and thy flores are vain, 
The fplendid manſion, and ſequeſter'd ſhade, 
Th? extended foreſt, and the fruitful glade, 
Death, unrelenting Death, will wreſt away, 

No wealth can bribe him, and no pray'rs can ſlay. 
The glow of diamonds, and the medal's ruſt, 
The breathing canvas, and the poliſh'd buſt, 
The veſtment bluſhing with the Tyrian dye, 
E'en gold, which all, but innocence, can buy; 
There are, whole nobler minds have never ſought, - 
Nor deem'd the gaudy trifies worth a thought, 


Two brothers view; the elder-born employs 

Life's genial moments in fantaſtic joys, 

At plays and op'ras friſking with the fair, 

And leaves to humbler ſouls of wealth the care: 

Studious of gold, the next, with ceaſeleſs toil, 

Hangs o'er the plough, and tames a ſtubborn ſoil. 

Tis not the genius of their natal day, © 

Their fancies' guide—'tis faſhion's pow'rful 
Iway, 


Mere 
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Mere arbitrary mode, whoſe ſmile or frowr 
Makes 7his a gentleman, and hat a clown. 


Small tho? my fortune, in domeſtic eaſe 
Be mine to ſpend, or ſave it, as I pleaſe ; 7 
No greedy heir to murmur, if he find 1 
Leſs than might glut his av'rice left behind. 

Be mine to taſte, beyond the ſpendthriſt's pow'r,. 
The grateful influence of the lib'rak hour; 
And ſooth'd with calm frugality's control, 
Diſdain the manners of the ſordid ſoul. 


Your wealth to Javiſh with unbounded breaft, 

To drag th? unwilling priſoner from your cheſt, 
The more your treafures ſwell, the more to wants 
Is folly all !—Learn wiſdom from the ant; 
Prudent to-gain, yet ready to employ, 

Inſure for life a holiday of joy. 


Low without need, exalted without pride, 

Alike contented if I walk or ride, 

Free, tho? untitled, great, without a place, 

I ſcorn to ſtoop and truckle to his grace.” 

With ſome ſmall genius, and my ſhare of 

health, | „ 

In ſtation eaſy, tho' unknown to wealth, 

by For 
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For grandeur's ſlipp'ry courſe too weak my mind, 
Too proud in virtue's race to lag behind. 


Unſtain'd with av'rice, does no darling fin 
Spread foul contapion o'er thy ſoul within? 
Nor pride, rank pride, thy giddy heart deform ? 
Nor malice rouſe thee to reſentment's ſtorm ? 
Uaaw'd by ranting knav'ry, can'ſt thou feel 
KF The purer tranſports of religious zeal ? 

To conſcious truth from folly's magic fly? 
Content with life, yet not afraid to die? 

Can'ſt thou with pleaſure count thy moments paſt, 
Tho? ev'ry moment haſtens to thy laſt ? 

Kind to thy friend, forgiving to thy foe, 

In years grown older, doſt thou better grow? 
—Ah! what avails the culture of thy mind, 
One folly pluck'd, if thouſands lurk behind? 
A child in knowledge ſtill, tho? grey with age, 
Tis time, believe me, thou ſhould'ſt quit the ſtage, 
The jovial taſk of life. —Why ling'ring ſtay 

To feaſt, carouſe, to riot, and to play? 

Vouth, ſmiling youth, the vernal ſeaſon know, 
When pleaſures bloſſom, and when follies blow; 
Where ſports inflame the ſoul, which time ſhould 
e e 
Me curſe the dotard, and we hiſs che fool. 
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CURRUS CONDUCTITIUS. 


Cantab. i... Viator. 


JuvE NAL. 


QA tardus ſegni Camus perlabitur undd, 
Triſtè ſoporifero ſtudioſe mut mure fronti 
Somnia docta ferens, juvenilem viſere amicum 
Excupiens curris ſedem conduco diurni, 
Salvete, et grati comites, gratumque vehiclum! 


lic GaLLus patriæ famam fine fine reclamat, 
Plaudit et inſani fatalia ſceptra tyranni; 
Nec mora, rec requies—nullo diſcrimine ha- 
bebir, | | | 
Phillida ſeu celeb:et placida dulcedine claram, 
Sive hoſtes pingat rabidos ad bella ruentes, 


Bacchantemve rubrum media inter millia martem._ 


Tum ſequitur motus manuum violentus in auras; 
Huc, illuc rapido volitat caput undique nutu- 
Porrorum interea currus repletur odore, 


| Que ſigna heſlerni redolent inſuavia juris; 
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Et lateri, vix vi ſedes ſuffecit, adhæret. 
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Aſt mihi, qui adverſus (proh ! ſors miſeranda) 
ſedebam, 
Spumosa facies perfunditur undique lympha. 
Haud aliter Neptunus atrox reboantibas undis 
Volvitur horrendim ſurgens—tetinete minantur 
Nequicquam ſcopuli—vireſque laceſſit inanes, 
Præcipitique fluit curſu—et fluet omne per zvumn, 


CAussipicus jactans, rata fronte notatus, 
Exoritur—fulmen verboſum è pedtore rauco 


Intonuit /Cvum murmur—quamplurima legis 


Impatiens numerat, ſed nulla ænigmata ſolvit. 


IJaudes ipfe ſuas clamar, magno/que clientes, 


* Solus ſeire ſagax + verbis objurgat acerbis 
Membranz fratres—pertentant gaudia pettus, 


Præmia dum ſceleris percurrit—ridet amaro 
Torva tuens vultu—jam dextera continet aurums 


At tali, Oh! dignum tali, quid, Numina, crimen 
Supplicio commiſi? Immani corpore ſedit 


(Horrendùm diQu) miſero mihi proxima turgens 


Faeda anvs—(ut facies liquids pinguedine fulſit 


Effuſoque ruit—nareſque ſalutat odore !) 


Fa. 


* If. Hawk. Browne de animi immortalitate. 
I, verbis virtutem illud e ſuperbis. 
| | VISG. 
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Fabellas blaterans—alios reticere jubebit; 
Me mea defendunt non ipſa filentia, ſermo 
Inceſſans rupitque caput, tremefecit et artus. 


Diro tempus erat violens quùm Sirius æſtu 


Effervet, Phœbus radiorum laxat habenas ; 

Clauſas nè minimo foveat ſpiramine ventus 

Canidia exſomnis gaudet ſervare feneſtras, 

Heſperii ut fraftis quondàm draco pervigil 
aurum; 

Undique dimanat ſudor— fervore repreſſa 

Ipſa penè in tenues vita evaneſceret auras. 


Oh! quid me gelidam tranſponet numen ob 
undam, 

(Qua viget herba, roſis qua lætior umbra renidet, 

Auraque laſcivit geniali flamine, ſpirat 

Ha mus ubi fragrans, ubi dulcia regnaque Tempe, 

Devehar, & molli liceat procumbere lecto. 


Talia turbato flammantia pectore volvi: 
Interea optatam multùmque diuque venimus 

Ad metam—exultans quæ pectus gaudia replent, 
Siſtit ubi ad veſtram currus, * Furloe, tabernam. 
Panduntur portz, juvat ire—redemptus ab zſtu 
In n exſilio præceps—zephyrumque ſaluto. 
one Aſt 
5 Curris Cantabrigienſis auriga: 
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—Aſt—oh ! per cœlum, perq; omnia ſidera juro, 
Squamoſum ante genus ſolitis errabit ab undis, 
Aeris et celſi per regna ignota volabit, 

Quam currum ſociis rursus cum talibus intrem; 
Cervus ut inſidiis fi quando eluſus iniquis 
Vincula dirumpat—per apertas undique ſilvas 
Secreti haud jiterùm captandus fraude recuriit. 


ODE i BELLUM MoccLyv1, 


Timeo Danaos, et Dona ferentes, 
VI RC. 
BELLA jam diri rabie minantèr a 
Sæviunt; Mavors rapidus per agros 
Urget, et ſtillans ſonipes catervas 
Ts Sanguine cogit; 
Inſtat—horrendùm ferus inſtat; arma 


Concitat, clamans reſonanter arma 


Pervolat præceps, animoſque ſtridor 
| Ferreus angit: 
Anglia, 
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Anglia, Oh! cœlo peramanda tellus, 
Surge, quid ceſſans dubitas ? in hoſtes 
Surge——cur talis ſopor immorantes 
Occupat artus ? 
Non ſatis nota eſt ſcelerata proles ? 
Non ſatis fraudes generis nefandi ? 
— Anglia, in Gallos cita per ſonantes 
Prorue portas. 
Vindices dextra valida rapinas— 
(Pectore ardenti jubet arma Pallas, 
—jufſa quæ mandans Britons benigna 
Mitt ab alto) 
Irruas victrix gladio, capacem 
Impleat claſſis numeroſa pontum ; 
—Ardeat belli violenter uſque 
Flamma ſuperſtes. 
Aſt—venenatos animos videbis; 
Præliis multis miſers ſubaQi 
(Ah! cave) levi nimilm querentes 


Voce placebunt . 


Munera oſtendent (renuas) doloſi; 

Melleæ expertes fugias loquelæ; 

(Ah! cave fraudem) latitat virenti 
Anguis in herba, 


M3 
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Quid valet ferrum? Clypeus quid ingens? 
Are duratz valeant quid haſtæ, 
Mollia ut mentem ſolidis coercent 

Verba catenis? 


Quò viam duco—patiens ſequaris, 
Nee te proles ſubigat ſabatta ; 


—Czſa ne infidis recidatque Gallis 
Terra Britannum. 


* 
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Ut ingenium, fi fictas fic, 
Non Anglus, verum herclè Angelus IpsE foret, 


Eric, in MiILrox lun. 


J. | 
PERSARUM domuit regnum Macedonius heros, 
Largæ luxuriant dapes ; 


| Magnifico a ſolio wirantia millia lætus 


Subdita deſpicit, 
| Millia 


. . / ⁰=⁰ͥmGTMm . =ůãͥdwnt. I. gs Ro ge +. 


8 
OT "COOL 


„ 
— — 


— ho% 


Is SAN CT CRI HONOR RBM. 167 


Millia, queis redimita rosa, queis tempora 
myrto; 
Indomitum maneant præmia tanta genus. — 
Dextra Thais adeſt dulce decus manu, 
Lumine purpureo quam ornavit blanda juventus, 
Quam forma—cunRis floret honoribus, 
Queis rutili dives Orientis ſponſa renidet. 
Ut viges pluſquam, Macedo, beatus! 
Ut nimis, virgo, nimiùmque felix! 
Semper heroem decoret puellæ 
Summa venullas. 


II. 
Sablimi modulans ſede Timotheiis 
Experti juvenem dirigit arte chorum ; 
Pulſavit digito citharam volitante trementem, 
Atheriumque ſolum muſica lauta ferit. 
Gaudia pertentant aures czleſtia—d:vi 
Carminis a Jove principium, | 
Ades qui rapidus liquit Olympicas; 
(Sic ſuperos animos - ſic amor incitat) 
Induit formam omnipotens draconis, 
Celſus incedit rutilis amator | 
Horridus ſpiris, repetitque pul chi 
Virginis aulam. 


„ Olympiae. 
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In gremium exſpirans niveum, defovit amoris 
Ardores, exorta viget divina propago 
Seminis ztherii, totum rectura per orbem. 
—Admirata ſtupent denſa agmina cantus, 
Vicinum reſonant numen clamore furenti, 
Vicinum refluunt rutilantia culmina numen. 
Auribus lætis Macedo retentat 
Carmen, et nutu tremefacta divo 
Cuncta terrarum, et removere jactat 
Limina coli. 
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III. 3 
"Tam recinit Bacchi placida dulcedine Jaudes, 
Quem roſeum decorat certa juventa Deum ; 1 
Irruis immenſo, juvenis generoſe, triumpho, 
Buccina pulſetur, tympana rauca ſonent; 
Ut vitis decorata rubore 
Ut facies effulget honeſta ! 
Ecce Deus, Deus ipſe! acris jam tibia ſpiret 5 
Armipotens--Bacchum certa juventa colit. 1 
Oſtendit primus Ille potũs gaudia; J 
He: gaudia Indicum non perſenſit folum 
Gazis repletum—#Hzc validum militem fovent, 
Bacchi deliciæ; potus amabilis 
Munus prænitet optimum, 
 Ridens lætitiæ ſator: | 
Empta animat pectus duro mœrore voluptas. 
IV. Flam- 
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In SAxcTR CTCILIE HONOR EAN. 169 
; IV. 
Flammatus eantu Macedo turgeſcere faſtu 
Incipit, atque iterùm prælia prima movet 
Agmina ter ſtrata oblternit—ter cæſa recidit. | 
Solers furorem muſicus aſpicit 
Regis rueatem, flammigeras genas, 
Duplex rubeſcens lumen et aſpicit, 
Dam celumque ferox terraſque laceſſit, 
1 Commutat cithaiz nervos, faltumque co- 
Z ercet. 
Triſtibus muſam lacrymis gementem 
Seligit, pectus tenerum ut moveret; 
Optimum, magnum cecinit Darium; 

Preſſus, heu! fatis nimm malignis 

Felici quondam cecidit ſtatione, tremendum 

Decidit, atque ſuo ſanguine volvit atrox ; 

Deſertus—moriens nuda procumbit arena, 

Extreme vitæ nullus amicus adeſt ; 

Nullus, qui regis viguit bonitate priori, 
Nullus, qui regis lumina claudat, adeſt ; 
Dejecto victor turbatus vertice ſedit, 

Mente mutata miſerè revolvens 
Quz vices mundi varianda miſcent; 
Corque furtivi gemitus, replentque 
Lumina fletus. 


F V. Læ- 
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Undique, nunc cædes per totos erubet agros. 


Poſſideas grato peQtore dona Deiim, 


Iaſpicit atque iterùm multo cum ſuſpirio— 


170 0 D E 
V. 
Lztatus riſit muſicus, dum penſitat N 
Amorem, qui cantus moveret proximos; 
Afninem cithara emollis concitat ſonum : 


— A mori mentem ſolvit miſericordia. 
Suaviter Lydis numeris tenellus 


Gaudiis largis animum fluenti 
Voce permulcet Labor atque mceror 
Bella conturbant, honor ipſe famæ ex- 
ilis imago e. 
Principium fine fine manet; nunc pugna laceſflit 


Mundo potiris ? adipiſci cur quæreres, 
Mundo potitus dum renuis fru? - 
En! virgo ridens te prope conſidet, 


Tur ha favet,raucus clamor tremefecit Olymp um; 
Dulciſona-citharz fic ope gaudet amor. 
Condere indoQus Macedo dolores — 
Devorat viſu vario puellam; 2 

Quæ movet curas animo tenaces, | 
Spectat, amatque. 

Thaida pulchram heros n iterümque 

inſpicit, 


Terrarum tandem bellator munere læti 
Purpu- 
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Purpureo Divi, vicira et virgine victus, 
Fervidus in gremium multos exſpirat amores. 


VI. 
Rurſus auratam Citharam citemus, 
Clarior emoveat ſonitvs jam clarior aures; 
Mollia melliflui rumpamus vincula ſomni, 
Fulmineoque animum cantu ſtimulemus inertem. 
Eia age—ereQtus ſonitu boanti 
Suſcitat frontem, attonitus tremiſcit 
Lumina evolvens fera - ſicut Orco 
Raptus ab imo. 
Vindicta, elatus reſonat, vindicta, Timotheus; 
Surgunt ut rabidæ Eumenides! 
Frontes horrificas ut ſerpentes ſurrigunt! 
Solutis monſtra ſibilant ut crinibus! 
Utque oculi rubra ſcintillant luce micantes! 
Ita—vz pallens riget ut caterva! 
Ut manu fax ſanguinea refalget ! 
Gaia turba jacet bello ſubſtrata maligno, 
Eheu! infame jacet nullo decorata ſepulchro : 
Vindictam exclamans dura propago petit. 
Perſarum obſignant vibratis facibus ædes, 
Splendidaq; irrumpunt inimicũm templaDeorum, 
—Lztiti procerum dementi turba triumphat— 
Emre rex Macedo rapit, ambitione nefanda_. 
Con- | 
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Concitus— ductrix agitata Thais 

Luce præfulgens tenebras fugavit; 

Altera exardens Helena tremiſcit 
Altera Troja. 


VII. 

Sic temporum primorum antiquis ſeculis 
Quùm non tumeſcere aura ſpirans organi 
Didicerat, mollem calamum citharamque ſo- 

nantem 

Experti modulans arte Timotheus 
Gaudia blanda citaret, et acrem accenderet iram. 

Czcilia tandem carminis venit potens 

Vocal's inventrix chori 
Diſpandit nimiùm anguſtos ante limites, 

Cæleſtem exhauriens è fonte copiam. 

Cantus jàm decorant melleos 
Naturæ ingenium maternum, arteſque recentes, 

Solenneſque trahit longior aura ſonos. 

Cede, vetus, palmam, laurum concede, Ti- 
; , motheus, 5 

Aut binum exornet bina corona caput; 
Mortalem ætherias aller promovit ad ædes, 

| Altera Cælicolam regnis detraxit ab altis. 
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E T Is ſtrange, thy ſacred name, OVIR TVE, draws 
From ev'ry tongue the tribute of applauſe, 


2 While vice infidious rules with full control 
> The feſt'ring paſſions of the captive ſoul. 


What tho' thy beauty with ſuperior rays 

= Pours o'er the dazzled eye its heav'nly blaze, 
= Th” exalted ardor rarely can impart 

= A genial warmth to animate the heart. 

2 The ranting bully, who abſorb'd in fear 

1 Will ſtart and ſhudder ere the foe is near, 
Profuſely prattles, in heroic mood, 

3 Of raging wars, and deluges of blood; 
The fame of valor to his deeds demands 
By thouſands prov'd, who fell beneath his hands: 
1 Cruſh'd by his arm th' ideal ſquadrons yield, 
1 His tongue the warrior, and a Rhodes the fields 


. 


3 The placid ſoul, retir'd from ſcenes of ſtrife, 
Who taſtes pure raptures in the vale of life, 


Warn 
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Warm on his lip tho? freedom eves hung, 

And ſweet content {till vibrates on his tongue, 
'Tho? fickning o'er Ambition's tinſel'd hour, 

He loaths the guilt of miniſterial power, 

When party lifts him to the height of ſtate, 
Springs to the court, and triumphs with the great; 
Like thoſe, he cenſur'd, idolizes pelf, 

And ſells his country to enrich himſelf. 


Thus mean ſelf-flattery, with deluſive plan, 
Extends her empire o'er the heart of man; 
Where boaſted virtues on the ſurface roll _ 
Revers'd that actuate, and pervade the ſoul, 


Nor leſs the ſpecious vanities of art 

Their epidemic rage o'er ſlates impart, 
Unerring ſtamp the genius of the realm, 

From peaſants in the duſt, to rulers at the helm. 


Big with importance when the ſons of Spain 
Vaunt Humble worth in magiſterial ſtrain, 
Tbe moral tongue belies a ſordid breaſt 
With envy, jealouſy, and pride poſſeſs'd. 
Mean Holland's gravity confirms the knave, 
The Gaul's politeneſs—an inſidious ſlave, 
Skill'd Adulation's filken note to pour 


On gaping fools, he means but to deyour. 
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dee from the Two exhauſlleſs ſquadrons 
roam, 

Joo ſeaſt in England's hoſpitable home, 

le vulturs ſcreaming o'er the golden fruit, 

= Which drops luxurlant tom the ſhrine of BurE; 

I hefe plaided heroes, who reaclious Rocd 

To driench their falchions in 2a er's blood, 

(Wheſe recent horrors ſtamp'd on mem'ry live, 

= And iizep awhile more fierceiy to revive,) 

bi 3 no proudly they defy'd a Gronrcr's throne, 

= Now firit in loyalty a Bauxswic own. 


But chief THAr Virtue, whoſe abuſe we find 
Swells the fall tide of evils on Mankind, 
A mad abuſe, which rankliog in the breaft 


Makes worth and goodneſs but a ſtanding jel, 

| F (Such the dread inilvence o'er the human brain, 
3 When Faſhion fpicads her fatcinating reign) 

A virtue, fondly tho? the flave adwire, 

Ii ich ſliines on Folly's feal with fainteſt fite; 

i bem with exhauſtleſs quiver vice purſues, 
Still vents her malice, and her rage renews; 

Ii hom wretched miſcreants date to call their own, 
Inſuit Zer perſon, and uſurp her throne, 
Creatures by guilt, and baſeneſs damn'd to fame» 
Who ſink the Goddeſs to an empty name; 
N Tus 


1 
3 
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THX1s Virtue chief, a prey to treach'rous wiles, 
Spreads o'er the ſoul her unavailing ſmiles ; 

To ſhameleſs deeds by impious hands betray'd, 
That loath the ſubſtance, but adore the ſhade. 


Veil'd in her ſacred garb diſhoneſt art 

Looks honeſt goodneſs to th' unguarded heart; 
Who, ſteel'd to ill, the cauſe of right defends, 
Is ſnatch'd at once to gild Corruption's ends ; 
Who firſt by Reaſon planted in the mind 

Is Virtue's ſelf to gen'rous love reſin'd, 

By ſordid vileneſs ſinks, a foul pretence 

To ſnare the paths of virgin-innocence, 

To load with miſery unſuſpecting youth, 
And varniſh falſhood with the gloſs of Truth, 
To tear each link of ſocial bliſs away, 

And deal deſtruction in the face of day. 


The Pow'rs of old, with unremitting plan 
Intent and watchful o'er the good of man, 
To heal with ſov'reign balm the pangs of ſtriſe, 
And pour rich tranſports on a flecting life, 
To cheer the gloom of paſſion's winding maze, 
Where the tir'd reſtleſs mind bewilder'd ſllays, 
The wretched principle of ſelf control, 
Which damps each nobler purport of the ſoul, 
Ex- 
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8 Expand meek Charity s ſerener grace, 


That makes Thee, Man, a bleſſing to thy race, 
Meek Charity, which Reaſon's dictates call 

A ray of pureſt love diffus'd o'er all, 

Breath'd o'er an angel's form the vital flame, 


Sent from the ſkies, and gave her FRIENDSHIP! 8 
name. 


Crown'd with their ſmiles the fair Perfegion 
ſhone, | 

Each fav'ring Gothed mark'd her for his own ; 

With conſcious tranſport, Wiidom's Queen, 
'twas thine 

To cull the treaſures that adorn thy mine; 

For well thou know'ſt, however fops pretend 

The ſocial tie, no fool can be a friend; 

T was thine, profuſe of excellence, to ſhed | 

Th' intrepid boſom, and refleQing head, 

To hurl at Virtue's call reſentment's dart, 

And cruſh each /ervid infolence of heart, 


Soft boon of Beauty's pow'r her charms pro- 
claim 
The eye's keen radiance, and the faultleſs fra me; 
There blooms the ſoftneſs of the vernal roſe, 
The lilies here their ſnowy pride diſcloſe. | 
N 2 N 
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—AttraQtive charms ſuperior rev'rence move, 
What the eye hates, the ſoul can never love; 
When matchleſs beauty decks the virtuous fair, 
Thou, my Amanda, canſt their ſway declare. 


Here might the Mule uncheck'd by Reaion's 
train | 

Trip ſmartly wanton o'er Deſcription's plain; 

Hunt flow'ry epithets with uſeleſs plan, 

And in the fritt';ring bard conſume the man; 

From moon-ey'd OG1Lvie a ſtiffneſs ſteal, 

Proudly to prove, how well ſhe cannot feel; 

To puny raptures rouſe the boiſt'rous lyre, 

The genius on the rack, the brain on fire. 


Unfathom'd Providence, thy hallow'd walks 

Affected Allegory wildly ſtalks; 

Angels harangue with mighty Nothings fraught, 

And puzzle Miſt'ries in the maze of thought. 

Themes, ſuch as Heav'n approves, engage a 

tongue, 
Sweet Thompſon's Mimic, and the Ghoſt of 
Young ; 

While ſoaring empyreal flights he ſhews 

A Judgment /carcely match'd byB ux rAx's proſe: 

Here—wakes Creation to its final doom, 

Here—ſmiles a Paradite in sarthiy bloom. 
| Still 
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Still, magie Pen, with variegated pow'rs 

Swell the loud ſtorm, or paint the bluſhing 
ſlow'rs; 

In Ode i Hutter, fill in Vifiens dance, 

And hug enamor'd thy puelic trance. 


Faſt dy the gentle fountain's verdaut ſide, 
Were with ie murmurs the lov waters giide, 
Eee might ihe Muſe in {oft ee bow?rs 
Jae Coder, leat on lap of brentiizs flow'rs; 
(Her cheek more /owery than tne 7} 2 Lloom, 
Her boſom Abt er than the ver perfume,) 
And for improvement, with judicious Care 
Pier /xuriant nothings from Voltaire, 
Here might Ze lit, the pretty fairiing grace, 
That reigns preſiding ver th? inchanted place; 
To ſwell the cticling tranſports of the ſcene, 
The earthly viſit of %s precious queen 

gs 4 ha ppen (Muſe, remember well the day) 


2%, in the midale of the month. of May. 


But as thoſe halcyon hours are known no 
| more, | | | 
When PFriendſkip trip'd familiar on our ſhore, 
Since from the ſelſiſſi boſom rudely hurl'd 

She ſcarcely boaſts a corner of the world, 


N z Quit 
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Quit we the airy whims of Fancy's brain, 
And humbly drop to Truth's ſeverer ſtrain. 


On proſp'rous themes let courrly bards rehearſe 
Smooth Paneg yric's melody of verſe ; 

With frength exervate ſound the War's alarms, 
And mighty conqueſts won by England's arms; 
Or, if meek clemency delight their mind, 
Draw all thoſe conqueſts to the foe r-/gn'd ; 
Sure in the hopes, whate'er their lack of brains, 
To get a neat ſnug penſion for their pains. 


Yes! the dull verſe, ye ſlaves, to Flatt'ry fit, 

And Pow'r reward the proſtituted wit; 

The gen'rous boſom dares with ſcorn behold 

Corruption's baſeneſs, tho' enſhrin'd with gold, 

Loathing the fordid, ſacrileg ious deed, 

Which gives on Grandeur's altar Worth te 
bleed. 


Degraded FRIENDSHIF's raviſh'd joys demand 
A weight of ſorrow from Reflection's hand, 

So few the vot'ries which her levee grace! 

So droops her ſou], like ſtateſmen out of place! 
Vain ev'ry bleſſing ſhe around diffus'd, 

Her {miles are hated, and her pow'r abus'd ; 


M a N. 
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Max, ſhameleſs Man, abjures the ſacred prize, 
Man, for whoſe bliſs ſhe left her native ſkies. 


Deſpondent o'er the melancholy theme 

Sad elegy ſhould weep a copious ſtream; 

Slow ſtep by ſtep ſhould (alk th' alternate 
Muſe, 

(Our wvo7ful bards alternate numbers chooſe) 

And drawling out the moral leaden lay, 

Evap'rate all the majeity of Gray, 


Not but the free-born ſoul, whoſe genuine fire 

Dares honeſt Virtue e'en in rags admire, 

Spite of opnoſing fools who loves to dwell, 

When ſuch th? attendant, in a ftraw-roof'd cell, 

Flufli'd with the joys, which conſcious goodneſs 
brings, 

Who ſpurns the gorgeous palaces of Kings, 

Who dares alike with calm contemptuous frown, 

In Grandeur's gewgaws trick'd, at vice look 
down, 

And ſighing o'er the gilded pangs of fin, 

Hugs the ſweet ſun-thine of Content within; 


The free-born ſoul to FRIENDSHIP's honor'd 


cauſe |. 
Shall ſwell the grateful incenſe of applauſe, 
| N 4 And 


182 FRIENDSHIP. 


Quit we the airy whims of Fancy's brain, 
And humbly drop to Truth's ſeverer ſtrain. 


On proſp*rous themes let courtly bards reheatſe 
Smooth Panegyric's melody of verſe ; 
With Hrengtb exervate ſound the War's alarms, 
And mighty conqueſts won by England's arms; 
Or, if meek clemency delight their mind, 
Draw all thoſe conqueſts to the foe n’; 
Sure in the hopes, whate'er their lack of brains, 
To get a neat ſnug penſion for their pains. 


Yes! the dull verſe, ye ſlaves, to Flatt'ry fit, 
And Pow'r reward the proſtituted wit; 

The gen'rous boſom dares with ſcorn behold 
Corruption's baſeneſs, tho? enſhrin'd with gold, 
Loathing the ſordid, ſacrilegiovus deed, 


Which gives on Grandeur's altar Worth te 


bleed, 


Degraded FrlEnNDSHIP'S raviſh'd joys demand 
A weight of ſorrow from Reflection's hand, 
So few the vot'ries which her levee grace! 


So droops her ſoul, like ſtateſmen out of place! 


Vain ev'ry bleſſing ſhe around diffus'd, 
Her {miles are hated, and her pow'r abus'd ; 
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Max, ſhameleſs Man, abjures the ſacred prize, 
Man, for whoſe bliſs ſhe left her native ſkies. 


Deſpondent o'er the melancholy theme 

Sad elegy ſhould weep a copious ſtream; 

Slow ſtep by ſtep ſhould alk th' alternate 
Muſe, : 

(Our <vo2ful bards alternate numbers chooſe) 

And drawling out the moral leaden lay, 

Evap'rate all the majeity of Gravy, 


Not but the free-born ſoul, whoſe: genuine fire 
Dares honeſt Virtue e'en in rags admire, 
Spite of oppoſing fools who loves to dwell, 
When ſuch th? attendant, in a ſtraw- roof 'd cell, 
Fluli'd with the joys, which conſcious goudneis 
brings, — 2 
Who ſpurns the gorgeous palaces of Kings, 
Whodares alike with calm contemptuous frown, 
In Grandeur's gewgaws trick'd, at vice look 
down, 
And ſighing o'er the gilded pangs of fin, 
lugs the ſweet ſan-thine of Content within; 
The free-born ſoul to FRIENDSHIP's honor'd 
cauſe _ IN 
Shall ſwell the grateful incenſe of applauſe, 
N 4 And 
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Ard to the Queen of Virtues ever true 


ToFzitnDsaipihed the praiſe to Frirxosnie lb 
due. 1 


Here too ſhall Satire urge his boundleſs courſe, 
Enlarge his fervor, ard repeat his force; 
High o'er the venom. of his manly line 

Shall FRIENDSE1P's milder Panegyrie ſhine; 
Who forms for hex the panegyric plan v5 
Vnertipg ſtrokes of cenſure aims at Mar. 


Hail! ſacred Good, by partial Heav'n defign'd 
To purge the morals, and reform the mind, 
Whoſe boſom teeming with angelic love 

Makes man congenial wich the choir above, 

For ſore, waereFRIENDSHIP Meds her lucid giow, 
She rears the fruits of applnck below 3 

Bids ſocial hours on ſilken pintons roll, 1 
And wekes the finer feelings of the foul; $3 


O'er horter's brow expands a vivid bloom, = 


TI. 


And b:1ghtens melanchol,'s midnight gloom ; 
While round her animating ſmiles :mpart 
A Paradiſe to charm the virtuous heart. 


When ſolieude dilguſts, whote ſilent; pow, 'r 
Conducts the truly great to Wiſsom's bow'r, 
Makes 


Man's july curs'd, who ſpends his days alone) 


Checks the rude iiph, and ſmoochs the bed cf 


Each ſtorm ſubfides, to gentle peace reſign 
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Makes them the vanities of earth defcry 

Turo Treth's clear medium with a pitying 
eye; | | 

When this diſguſts (whate'e er the Cynic own, 


When the gay round of woricly pleaſare tires, 

(Sweets cloy the mot, which moſt the ſoul ad- 
mires) 

Fair FaIENDSs HI flies with tecreating ba:m, 


And ſzoths the tumult to a pleaſing calm. 


Wita ſweet contagion fill'd, the gent: i raln 


pain; 


y 
Us 
So ſtrong the cordial fy ns of mind! 


Nor leſs, O FRIENDSHIP, as thy ſacred blaze 


A ſoul of complicated worth diſplays, 
From the pure luſtre of whoſe deeds is ſhewn 


Each virtue founded on thyſelf alone, 


(For Reaſon FartknpDs nlp may the centre call, 


Their charms collecting, and uniting All) 
Thy heart, a fort impregnable witkin; 
Diſdaias the flaviſh intercourſe of /; 


_ Snarling the flies, abhorreat of thy ſigh', 


And ſinks with cufies to her native night. 


Foe 


T 
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Fe to her own, as foe to others? reſt, 

Black Envy ſhuns the manſion of thy breaſt ; 
The ſamediſtinguiſh'd ſeat can never prove 

The cave of rancor, and the throne of love. 
Hence, Eavy, hence, with hiffing vipers hung, 
Blaſt proſp'rous goodneſs with malicious tongue; 
"Tis genvine FRIENDSH1P's Charitable mood 
To imile enraptur'd at another's good ; 

*T'2s he:'s to ſpurn collected heaps of peif, 

Not hate the man, that's preater than herſelf; 
She ſhares each tranſport that another knows, 


And ſocial comfort rocks her to repoſe. 


THERE Pride, chief miniſer of Folly's land, 
Walking with kindred Meanneſs, hand in hand, 
A ruthleſs tyrant, without virtue known, 

Vet boaſting all that's goodneſs for his own, 
Eoaſting perſection, ne'er for man deſign'd, 


With boundleſs empire ruling o'er the mind, 


No trauſient motion of the buſom guides, 
Waere meekneſs ſmiles, where modeſty preſides; 
The boſom heaving with the ſacred flame, 


(Unjuſtly curs'd with Pride's deteſied name) 


W hence manlythoug hts withgenuine freedom roll, 
That wealth of heart, that majeſty of ſoul, 
Which conſcious Guilt ' midſt all her joys alarms, 
And adds the choiceſt ſmiles to Virtue's charms. 
_ Hall 


% 
£ - 
"4 
* 7 
« * 
N 
bY 
: 
C4 
* 
3 
* 
. 
3 
* 
*. 
a. 


— 
3 
75 
** 
« Ys 


FRIENDSHIP. 187 


Hail too, refentment's anjmated glow ! 

Mot he, who madly levels friend and foe, : 
Whoſe waſte of ſpirits feſt'ring in the mind 

Burns to embroil the quiet of mankind; 

'Gainf harmleſs Innocence exerts his rage, 

To ſex relentleſs, and obdur'd to age: 

But he, exalted with a bounded heat, 

Who hurls preſumption from his tow'ring ſeat; 

The ſhield to Virtue ' gainſt corruption's flaves, 

The dread of feliy, and the ſcourge of knaves. 


Cats'd be the man, whoſe heart unmov'd can hear 
Vile inſult ſneaking in the treach'rous ſneer ; 
Hear Folly's crew their ranc'rous poiſon ſpit, 
Waile noiſy dullneſs claims the throne of wit; 
Wretichcs ceſcanting with malicious mind 

The venial errors nat'ral to mankind, 


Perhaps of uſeleſs forms ſome ſlight negleR, 


Some ſpecs of heart, ſome bodily defect; 
Or iſſuing falſmoods to inferior tools, 


| Woo fuck the viienels of theſe upſtart fools, 
With greedy thirſt th'injariocus tale devour, 


And vent the lye appointed for the hour. 


But doubly curs'd, who hears with patient ſoul 
Ihc ſtrains of calumny, and ſlander roll; 


With 
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With ſavage venom who direct their dart, 6 


Where worth ſuperior triumphs in the heart, 
Hite, gen'rous rege, with manly zeal defend 
Th' inſultzd virtues of an 4% nt friend; 
Full to their teeth diſcharge th' avenging flame, 
Reſgund þ/; goodness, and enlarge /, fame; 4 
Viinfrowns of icorn from black aſperſon ftee— 1 
The ſtroke, winch hurts thy Friend, is aim'd at 
Thee. | 


This ſtrorg exertion, this expanded fire, 
FaiznpDs Sie demands, and FPRIENDSHIP will 
| inipire ; 

Ev'n kindling Nature would impatient ſptirg, 1 
To ſhield a „anger trom the viper's iling. = 


And ſtall the worid, a mean degen'rate race, 
Slaves to the wrong, and victims of diigrace, 
Who ſondly boaſt, that Grandeur, Wealth, and 


(Phantoms of bliſs, and creatures cf an hour) 9 
Spread their unbounded raptures on mankind, zz 
And fill with 4 happineſs the mind, 1 
While virtue drops abandon'd, and forlorn, 1 


Inur'd to want, to ſorrow, and to ſcorn; 

Who ſail at beſt gay Folly's ſilver flream, 
Pleaſure their daily thought, their nightly dream; 
| Their 
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Their only care, while preſent moments move, 

How the ſhort tranſports of the next Ut improve; 

Flaſh'd with the ſweets, which Luxury's charms 
diſpenſe 

To ſeaſt the ſoul, and gratiſy the ſenſe, 

To wants affected who en{lave their heart, 

And bauiſh'd nature ſecrifice to art; 

Shall the baſe world a free-vorn mind inflame 

To worthleſs paons, which it's BRING ſhame ? 

ate to cur kindred, coolneſs to our friends, 


Meer tools ſubſervient to our ſeitih ends? 


Shall that ſonchariotInT'resT ſpread hercharms, 
And win the foul a captive to her arms? 

B:d us with tranſport gilded duſt behold, 

And pour devotion to the ſheine of gold? 

She from whoſe eyes no tears of pity flow, 


= V hoſe boſom never learn'd to melt at woe; 


Who rear'd by others? aid to ſcenes of pow'r, 


Her friend abandons at misfortune's hour? 


Shall PRuUDEnCE, not the maid, whoſe ſacred 
| reign | | 

Is built on virtue fix'd by reaſon's train, 
But the curs'd fiend from lethargy of blood 
Too dull the bad to hate, and love the good, 
| | In 
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In dead inaQtion loſt whoſe pow'rs ſubſide, 
Or flutter, like the vane, from fide to fide, 
Whoſe ſenſe is cunning, and whoſe wiſdom art, 
A very BTIFIIL, both in head, and heart; 
Shall Prudence, ever bearing on her tongue 
"The moralizing chime of right, and wrong, 
Borrow her rule of aQtion from a crew, 
Who damp all merit, and all fire ſubdue? 
Say, ſhall ſhe bid us fly the friendly door, 
Becauſe its threſhold leads us to the poor? 
Upbraid Humility's deſpondent ſtate, 85 
And take our leſſons from a wretch's hate? 

: Hog ev'ry cenſure, ſecond ev'ry lye, 
And view ev'n virtues with diſdainful eye ? 


Shall FizaTT'ry lure us with delufive wiles, 
Replete with rancor, tho” ſhe's dreſs'd in ſmiles? 
A face of ſweetneſs with a heart of gall, 

Who knows no virtue, tho? ſhe prates of all ? 
In filken ſetters bind the ſons of earth, 

And blaſt the beauties of ſuperior worth; 
Skill'd with her honey'd nothings to control 
Superior wiſdom tow'ring in the ſoul ? 

| AL!, 


* A character, moſt infamouſly prudent, in that 
elegant picture of human life, Tou Jones. 
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Ar, all, alas! to Flatt'ry's muſic yield, 

Kings on the throne, and Gen'rals in the field; 
The villain's ſtudy, and the feol's employ, 

The virgin's glory, and the matron's joy; 

The young, the old, here fix their doting looks, 
Fops at the glaſs, and ſtudents at their books, 
Whom reaſon vainly points, with ſolid plan, 
To ſlide from letters to a glance of man. 


hBereſt of conqueſts, and deſpoil'd of crown, 


Thus honeſt Truth is baniſh'd with a frown ; 


So lov'd is FLaTT'RY, tho? experience ſhews | 


This friendly S1REK is the worſt of foes. 


When ſuch the follies, ſach the fins which fall 
The weight of action, and the ſcope of will, 
Shall SATIRE patient of inſulted fame 
Unlock no terrors, but ſuſpend her flame ? 


— The world may rail, my foul ſhall ever glow 
To ſpurn the wretch, that dares be Virtue's 


foe, 


Point out a knave, whoſe only heav'n is pelf, 

The only bias of whoſe heart is ſelf; 

Whoſe meanneſs would refuſe one mite to ſave 

Son, brother, father, from th' approaching grave 1 
| Point 
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Point cut a villain impious, #nd unjuſt, 
Rebel to Gop, and traytor to his iruſt ; 
Whowounds with ſmiles, who murders with alye, 
Proof to all ſhame, ard ſlave to pe jury; 
Point out the fiends, whom ſavage dictates move 
jalult your kindneſs, and abuſe your love ; 
Studious of ill, and panting for offence, 
The foes of worth, the dread of innocence; 
Steel'd to aſted ion, dead to ſociah life, 
Who ſaare your fitter, or attempt your wiſe, 
Th' affront reſented, with impetious ai 
V ho prove their Hoxor—by the ſword they 
wear; 
While with a ſneer they v indicate their ſhame, 
— What man of srIRIT but would do the 
ſame 7? — 
Such the ſtrong ties of ſondneſs moſt pretend, 
Such loſt to FRIENRDSHI vaunt the name of 
FRIEND. | 


From Childhood's earlier dawn in miſchief nurs'd, 
Replete with Fol Lr, and with IGNoRANCE 
| curs'd, | | 
A pigmy Ragure, but gigantic ſoul, 
IM bere pride's, Long pride” s, unbounded 1 
roll, | 
(Whole 
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{Whoſe frantic ſtorms with full conviction ſpeak, 
That paſſion fiercelt burns, where reaſon's weak) 
Which envy, hatred, malice call their own, 
And ſtamp in ſcripture's ſpite their gloomy throne z 
(Scripture, whoſe Gothic accents make him ſtare» 
From faſhion deem'd unworthy of a care) 

WJ here, with her ſiſter Fraud, unbridled Luft 
Gives the whole heart to grovel in the duſt ; 
Sach ſordid filth his fordid dictates ſuit 

Exalting o'er mankind th'1nferior brute; 

A brain of feathers, which excis'd of ſenſe 

Is amply fraught with callous impudence, 

An impudence that ſteel'd to gen'rous fear 

Mokes beauty bluſh, and virtue ſhed a tear; 

A tongue, th' eternal contraſt of his brains, 
Wich proves, what ſhallow wit the head contains, 
The full-mouth'd rattle of whoſe *Jarum's found 
To make, where meaning fails, the greateſt ſound; 
V/Lich bauls out Honor's name, a ſacred gueſt 
Hung on his voice, tho” ſtranger in his breaſt, 
And for a nothing rous'd, with headlong ſtreams 
His FRIEND calumniates, and his Gop blaſ- 
phemes. | 

H 
To mark, how Nature frowns bereft of grace, 

: Turn to the baleful horrors of his face; 

O A 
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A face, which ſweetneſs never deign'd to rove, 
Nor gentle Cupid ſoften'd into love, 

Howe'er his wretched vanity ſurmiſe 

That ev'ry female, who beholds it, dies 
Tbo' well they may—the dire diſaſttous ſight 
Muſt, like the Gorgon's, kill them with affright; 
No g'eam of modeſty's ingenuous flame, 
Which ſtrong'y kindles to imputed ſhame, 
Vhote manly biuſhes in the boſom ſpeak 

A conſcious wirtue plowing thro? the cheek ; 
But a'wan paleneſs' ſickly hues impait 

The load of rancor ſeſt'ring at his heart. 


Ev*n there Good-nature, whom we rarely find, 


Tho' ſtrong their union deem'd, with Folly join'd, 


Laments her tranſient ſmiles, unknown within, 
Diſtorted to the mon#:y's ſneaking grin. 


Such Cropio's features, ſuch the ſlaviſh foul, 
Where thoughts well-ſuited to the body roll; 
Where ſcells the torrent of fermenting blood, 
Dead to all Virtue, and congeal'd to Good; 


Where, while decorum cannot ſooth his mind, 


£ 


Nor ties of hoſpitable mildneſs bind, | 1 


Glares forth a brutal gallantry diſplay'd 
To deeds of worthleſs inſolence betray'd : 


v ich 


- ö 7 4 BS dw 6 
- . Y 


* Y 


3 28 7 2 * Jy SY NE, * 
c 


* With Adder's poiſon black 2%, lips proclaim 
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The virtuous fair, and profiitute the ſame; 
And fondly boaſt, that conſcious Innocence 
Did ne'er her treaſures to the Sex diſpenſe. 


Go, little tyrant of the ruſtic race, 
S:rut o'er paternal plains thy &geds diſgrace; 


Lach Warm, thy REASOR, and thy WII L, thy 


60, keep the ſubje@ villagers in awe; - 
Go, mount the ſteed exulting in the Hands 
ſavage hounds; 
Go, with ungracious ſcorn fantaſtic view 

Thy older FRIENDSHIS, apd revere the ne 
Let fond divines from Granta's nriobl ring ſeat 
Haag o'er thy bowl, and revel in thy treat 
Secure at home the rev'rend ſquadron jeer. 
Arm'd with the grim RHINOCERos's ſneer; 
Tame let them hear thee, with congenial clves, 
R-ligion-ſcofi—vile inſult on 2hemy?lwes : 

Secure to genius make a BOLD pretence 

Great Hrnzr's CALEN DAR thy ſource of ſenſe ; 
The ſolid precepts of his pag@unfold, 

Which teach to proſtitute thy time, and gold. 
Let others ſcience trace with mental force, 


Be thine to Lang: the kennel, and the courle ; 
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To Learning's ſhade let humbler ſouls reſort, 
Be thine the Cockpit's honorable ſport ; 

Spur'd on to battle, with heroic breaſt 
Butcher ſecure God's creatures—for a jeſt ; 
Ne'er ſhall thy name diſprace the Satire's plan 
1 ſpurn the conduct, but lament the MAN. 


Vet may the wretch, whom conſcious guilt 
purſues, _ | 

Start at this /;ving picture of the Muſe ; 

In vain (when pl meckneſs huzl'd aſide 

Religns her throne to arrogance and pride, 

Thoſe fiends, which ſweil with ſelf-conviding 
taſk * 

Foul errors glaring under FRIENDSMHI“'s maſk) 

Shall eanuch-threats proclaim a Vis defence, | 

Meer iris fatuus of fair innocence ; 

In vain impaſſion d tears the face defile, 

Juſt to betray a weeping crocodile ny 

Each trait'rovs heart with hateful eyes I ſee, 

And feel that Virtue's foes are foes to Me. 
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But know, vain C1.0010, whoſe degen'rate ſpeech 
Upbraids the good that you cannot reach, 
Fhich boldly ſpurns, to calmer thoughts reſign d, 
The cowafd-workings of a Bully's mind; 

5 Knows 
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Know, the firm genuine ſtrain of Hox o rules 
That boſom molt which ſober Reaſon cools; 


Hoxox (whoſe e thoughts the WorLD 
inflame 


To deeds deitrative of her ſacred name, 

That ſetvil minion to the mode of times, 

Which builds all Greatneſs on the baſe of 
crimes) 

Hoxos, with kindred Virtue born to live, 

Wo loaths an 7»/ult the diſdains to give. 


T H E 
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My Lord, your Chaplain ! | 
Or wav. 


WHOE'ER the Morals of the World ſhall ſcan 


Will find anative modeſly in Man; 


Tno' the vague whimſies of fantaſtic mode 


Divert the ſooiſlep from Decorum's road, 
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This ſacred virtve at their earlier birth 
Stamps her full ſignet o'er the ſons of Earth. 


Chief ſhines celeſtial Mob EsT diſplay'd 
O'er ſouls juit ent'ring on the World of trade; 
(Or if Hat ſound politer ears inflame, 

We'll gild it with profeyor's loftier name) 
Till public praiſe the dubious ſcheme prefer, 
They ſtart, and pauſing tremble left they err. 


The ſons of Pursic with a falt'ring heart 
Studiouſly ponder o'er their myſtic art, 
Packward from difiidence they ſcarce will try | 
Ihe fſertied rules of a Dis FEN SAR, f 
So iranzely willing, fo inclin'd to fave 
A wretched, hopeleſs patient from the grave. 
'Tis true, this horror in a trice is paſs'd, 
(For mame, God knows, can but a ſeaſon tall) 
Soon are their pow'rs enlarg'd, enlarg'd their 
will, 


And like % Sali tribe they learn to kill. 


When firſt he rouſes to the wordy war 

Th' aftomifl'd Lawyer ſhudders at the bar; 
Ev'n on the utmoſt limits of his tongue 
Tho' Wiſdom's animated ſtrain is hung, 
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Fach circling ſcene his wav'ring boſom ſcares, 
He droops appall'd by ev'ry fool that ſtares ; 
Tho? proffer'd gold the ſargmne throes inſpire, 
Gold, which would kindle ev'n an idiot's fire, 
Or, what th' unbiaſs?d rix/irs mutt delight, 
A conſcience beaming in the cauſe of right, 
Tho? ev'ry theme his ſoul capacious fit, 
Rous'd with the blaze of Mansfield's flaſhy wit, 
Or ſteei'd with callous Norton's brazen pow'rs, 
—!le checks the torrent, end fſuſpeads his 
ſhow's. | 


But when Catplauſes al ways merit avait) 
Succefive conqueſts have proclaim'd him great, 
When crouding clients thunder at his door, 
And his cheſt groans beneath the gilded ſtore ; 
When briefs on briefs, colle&ed mountains, lie, 
Condemn'd but rarely to ſalute his eye; 
With mimic zeal he deals his frantic ſtrckes 
In leaden gravity, or pointleſs jokes ; 
For right, for wrong to prate, whatic'er his lot, 
So he be fee'd, it matters zof a jot; . 
His ſtrains tho? brethren cf the gown purſue, 
— He laughs at thoſe, and at his clients too; 1 
Scarce is he mov'd by CLAREKE“s enliven'd law, 
Scarce kept by HexLEY's Maj in awe. 

| | O 4 80 
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So fares it with the Prieſts, a pious line, 
Whom crape has recently confirm'd divine; 
Whether our fate to plead, preſcribe, or pray, 
Fear is the tax, which novices muſt pay. 
Fix'd in the pulpit, ſtatue-like, he ſtands, 


Nor dares to lift his eyes, or wave his hands; 


— 
4 


And ſmile on vice, if veil'd behind a maſk) 


Confuſon's bluſlies with a conſcious ſtreakx 

Glow o'er his face, and wanton in his cheek ; 

Low ünks the voice, tno? heav'n-born truth in- 
ſpires, 5 


And weak the fervor, tho' religion fires. 


A: length Devotion, from repeated flame, 
Wears out the traces of oppoſing ſhame; 

"he tenfold ruſt of academic rules, 
And all the grave dull pedantry of ſchools, 
(Where, for a deſtin'd pericd, youth is hurP'd, 


Avtſoro'e, like Monks, in ign'rance of the world, 


That ign'tance, which in life's abſtracted plan 
May raiſe the ſcholar, but degrades the man) 
"he ſheepith aukwardneſs, the backward grace, 
(Thoſe poor HaHH virtues that uſurp the face, 
Wen ſneaking io ſome PRocTor's ſurly frown, 
O: tyrant /e//:av ſtruttirg in bis gown, 

To craſh ingenuous worth whoſe {ſhallow taſk, 


All, 
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All, all are flown ; ſo ſtrong the pow'r of uſe, 
And ſuch the change, which cullom'slaws produce. 


Behold him now Religion's dauntleſs friend 
Prom church to church the pulpit's round aſcend, 
From ev'ry pew ſuperior awe command, 

His lilly gloves cloiz-ficted to his hand, 

And, the rude prieſt burleſqu'd into a beau, 

His handxzerchief as white as whiteſt ſnow ; 

So white, you'd ſwear it meant for a diſgrace, 
To tne rough horrors of an c/;ve face. 

Soft looks of rapture he from ladies draws, 

And gent]:men grow laviih in applauſe; 

Whether in /ober mood he aim a pray'r, 

To bleſs ſome collige planted, God kaows where; 
O'er Philadelphia ſpin the learned iore 

io hearers, doom'd for life to England's ſhore, 
Or if ſome riot of the 2 to quell, 
He ſummon, Whitefield-like, the fiends of bell, 
(Such ſounds indeed 'tis unpolite to bawl 
Scarce us'd by faſhionable prieſis at all) 

Thunder anathemas, unknown to fear, 

And deal damration to a—Cellicr's ear. 


Yet vain the zeal, this ſtrong devotion vain, 
_ Fruitleſs each rapture of the prieſtly train, 
Tho 
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Tho? in the judgement of the few he ſhine, 
Ne'er will he riſe a popular divine, 

* Till the fond 2% Hug of a gracious Lord 

The {cart 's luxuriant majeſty afford, 

Doom'd in /ome future period to ſupply 

A living's ſweets to feaſt him, &re he die. 

On ſuch the world their partial ſmile beſtow, 
The world directed ev'n in Tris by ſhow ; 
ThusCnaPiaindubb'd,hefſwelisthe zealous fire, 
Crowds hang around, and litten to admire. 


A CnarLain was of old a ſacred name, 
Whom worth and piety reſign'd to fame; 
Who ſoar'd enraptur'd on Devotion's wings 
High o'er the nithy dreſs of earthly things ; 
Too good to truckle to Corrupticn's nod, 
Or for a temp'ral int'reſt quit his God; 
Truth was his fort, the Goſpel his delight, 
By day his ſtudy, and his dieam by night. 


»Twas at this ſeaſon (how revers'd the times, 
Which now are blacken'd with repeated crimes, 
So thick, that like a Job's unbounded ſore, 
Man's guilty boſom has not room for more) 

At this bleſs'd ſeaſon th' uncorrupted peer, 


Whoſe ſoul hone conſcious of e gen'rous fear, 


A 


, 


. 


THE HAP LAIN. 203 


A fear, which rul'd his thoughts, infpi1'd his 
| will, 

J (Thy? now unknown) the fear of doing ill; 

2 Wno did not, as F late, his brethren meet, 

4 Jo poiſon virtue at a gracelcſs treat, 

* Whodar'd not to blaſpheme with frantic breaſt, 
Make worth his ſpoit, and modeſty his jeſt; 
Dai?d not decorum's ſocial rights offend, 
Debauch the virgin, and betray his friend; 
A ſondling tale to purports vile improve, 


Avd varniſh knav'ry with the ſmile of love; 


The Peer (for zhex on life's extended plan, 
Title receiv'd its ſanction fcom the man, 

The man no rev*rence from his title drew, 
Bellow'd on thoſe alone, who virtue knew) 

Len giided ſnares ſhould tempt his foul aſtray, 
Jempt him to wander from Relipion's way, 


And court the plcaſures of th* enchanted 
ground, 

Where vice exhales her fio'ry ſweets around, 

3 Keceiv'd the PRIEST; rever'd the welcome gueſt, 
= Friend of his hours, and partner of his brealt ; 

1 Each heav'nly theme with £:'d-attention ſought, 
1 A theme weil worihy of his ſoberer thought; 

E ainly the /late to rule THEIR fancies raam, 

I ho give mo ſtuay to them/elves at home. 
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But more this ſacred union to regard, 

To cheer his labors, and his care reward, 

By ſome warm pledge, ſome monument to prove 

Th' ingenuous ardor of applauding love, 

The ScaRrF he gave, affection's ſignet known, | 

To ſtamp the friend, and mark him for his 
own. 


No wonder then in virtue's purer caiſe 

The dauntleſs Noble roſe to ſhield the labs, 

| Roſe ges'rous champion with a flern delight 

Truth to protect, and Liberty to right; 

To curb oppreſſion, and with dauntleſs hand 
Avenge the charter of an injur'd land. 

No wonder panting for immortal fame 


Each glowing boſom felt the patriot flame; 

By deeds of worth ſuperior glory ſoughr, | 

And loath'd the paths of meanneſs—ev'n in 
| thought. | | 

No wonder by the firong contagion fr'd 

To prop religion PRIEST HOOD roſe inſpir'd; 

While Nobles dar'd defy a tyrant's throne, - 

Fix'd to the kingdom's int'feſt, not their own, 

Boldly corruption's lawleſs ftream withſtood, 

And ſeal'd their country's freedom with their 

blood. 0 


But 
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But now the venerable name how chang'd! 

How from its ancient origin eſtrang'd! 

A namedegen'rate which implies no more 

A ſoul expanded by Religion's lore, 

F (Nor frown, ye ſons of virtue, but excuſe 

þ The gen'rous ſallies of the free-born muſe, 
Which ſcorns to level with an headſtrong rage 
The prieſily few, that conſecrate the age, 
Whom no temptation lures, no threats command, 
V ho ſow the ſeeds of goodneſs o'er the land 
F Truth ſuffers not, when cenſure brands the 
1 knave, | 

2 Nor freedom ſinks, when /azire ſpurns a ſlave) 


5 It means at beſt an intereſted mind, 


0 To errors of the great diſcreetly blind; 
A face that dares not frown on vice, a tongue 
That dares not boldly cenſure what is wrong; 


| 1 Who if himſelf in genuine virtue good 


3 Deems fin a ſtream that cannot be withſtood ; 


So prudently fits down, ſecure of care, 


Z Amply content the fatted calf to ſhare. 


4 Put oftner far (tho? worldly cenſure roll, 
And warp the honeſt purport of my ſoul, 


When nobly fir'd in Truth's much-honor'd cauſe, - 
l deem the frowft of Calumny applauſe) _ 
BM * T his 
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This ſelf-ſame Chaplain is no other meant, 
Than a meer flave, a downtight inſtrument, 
Pe k'd ia his chair, or ſeated at the board 
To ſecond all the nonſenſe of my Lord, 
To ſuffer (unreturn'd) with pat ent breaſt 
Diſhoneſt inſult, and the ſcurvy jeſt; 
Requir'd by grandeur, a ſubſervient tool, 
Juſt to ſapply in form the place of ſool. 


Or if mv Lord, a dupe to modiſh \ 

Hang o'er the card, or ſhake 185 a 
dice; 

If a lov'd miſtreſs richer tranſport how'r 

Or: the ſoft period of his vacant hour, 

(For ſure the ſmile of Beauty's heav'nly charms 

Greets with more eeſtacy the loyer's arms 

Than 'mid the horrors of a wintcr?s 1 

Saunders', or Arthur's dungeon can delight) 

Theſe milder paſlimes muſt the prieſt employ, 

Doom'd to aſüſt his crimes, and ſhare his joy, 

'Their lot alike to proſtitute their fame, 

Their thoughts, their actions, and their hearts 
the ſame, | 


The fond dirine ſeverer fate attends 


Thus baſely fetter'd for hi s ch ends; 
The 
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The menial ſlaves adopt the rude diſgrace, 
Each look reflecting from their maſter's face. 
Th? off-niive frown, the more offenſive ſneer, 
Th' immodeſt accent pouring on his car, 
Diſplay reſentment's animated fire, 

To tee a brother-flave for ſordid hire 
Luxutiant revel in his Lordſhip's treat, 

And boldiy *mid the great uſurp a ſeat ; 

With rigid taunts the wre:ches they purſue, 
And deem the prieſt more ſervil of the two. 


Put chief the ſtreams of angry reaſon roll 

And wake the vengeance of th? impartial ſoul; 

hen gull'd by blundering miniſterial tricks, 

Boldly they tempt the maze of politics; 

Waen virtue, and religion quite forgot, 

Lo pleaſe the fancy of ſome titled Scot, 

Who for a while religns his jockey reign, 

And the vaſt triumphs of Newmarket's plain, 

Waere nobly glowing with pecuſtar pride 

The Peer turn'd groom does in his jacket ride, 

Tho? ev'ry KNOWING ONE, who haunts the 
courſe, 02" 

Proclaims my Lord leſs gen'rous than his horſe; 

Ie dares his CouxTay's honeſt anger brave, 

And prove to all —how much he is a ſlave. 


t 
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Snufling preferment (for whoe'er would live, 

Tis now a SCOTSMAN, that alone can give, 

Such the reverſe, ſince BurE inſui'd a place 

To the mild, modeſt, hoſpitable race) 

When a poor dirty ſycophant he rakes 

The inmoſt blackneſs of a fil.ky jakes, 

Forgive my rage; with patience can I ſee 

Religion's bulwarks doubting to be free ? 

See proſtrate in the duſt the SranieLs fawn, ÞF 

— When conſcience tells me, 'tis but for the Þ 
lawn ? — 


But left th* indignant muſe be deem'd to ſpring 
High o'er the paths of TRT H on Fancy's wing, 
Leſt the rough SaT IRE's animated mood 
Diſpleaſe the milky boſoms of the good, 
Who without ſpot themſelves, o'er Nature's 
- yoond” 

Can ſcarce believe one ſin ful heart is found, 
Who think the painter, that corruption draw, 
Paints but from ſpite, and cenſures without 

cauſe; „ : | 
Let svcn for once with an impartial eye 
All that is folly, all that's fin deſcry, 
All that is horror, infamy, diſgrace, © 
Shame to his ſex, and ſcandal to his race ; 


Foe 
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Foe to religion, tho' her dreſs he wears, 

A foe to prieſthood, tho' her name he bears, 
Who ſteel'd to reaſon apes the ſtrain of ſenſe, 
And modeſt ſhews the worit of impudence; 

Let suo the coarſe degen'rate features ſcan, 
And in this GENUINE picture view the man. 


With the ſoft amble of a „ing pace, 

The ſneaking mildneſs of a /imp'ring face, 
Vhere nature writhes each ſmile into a grin 
Burleſquing ev'ry ſerious thought within; 

Where when reſentment kindles into ire, 

Ny honeſt /7own proclaims the pen'rous ſire; 
But with a Rupid ſtare, afraid to ſtrike, 

He cel:cately murmunng I:{ps diſlike ; 

Where giant-ſhoulders, wrap'd in brawn, appear, 
Two pillars ſtout to prop a feeble Peer 

While porter like the prieſtly owner ſtands, 

To bear each burden at my Lard's“ commands, 
Tho' his ſweet frame, fo prettily refin'd, 


EZ Shakes at each whiſper of a winter's wind; 


With that meek gentle voice, whoſe firen ſound 
Thrills wich delight the raviſt'd belles around, 
{Thus at“ St. John's his honey he imparts) 
And ſpreads a fondling flutter o'er their hearts; 
P SE - 
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With that ſoft Melody's enchanting (train 
Of reigning crimes 7u/? vent'ring to complain, 
Which in the height of rage can i, beitow 
Some paſſing cuiſes upon Virtue's foe ; 
Curſes, which Jeſt they ſhould inſpire a fear, 
Abd mend the heart, he wwhi/pers in the ear, 

As meaning to inform the pious breaſt 
His puny ardor is deſign'd in jeſt; 
While the weak eanuch puts forth all his firength; 
And from the pulpit ſpreads his body's length, 
His ditties ſweet more audibly to baw], 
Each anxious hearer trembling for bis fall ; 
Who, when the phraſe, well-trim'd, and finely 
Ba © | 
(Th? affeQed ſimper ſpeaks it neatſy done) 
Meets its due period, with a /mirking glee 
Looks round, “ was ever prezcher great as 
Me!” 


Can this gay fop, this food for human mirth, 
This ſhade, this nothing *mid the ſons of earth, 
So good, he would not for the world be heard 
To ſpeak one wanton, one unſeemly word, 
Who would be ſhock'd, ſhould e'er his tongue | 
blaſpheme, 
But ftirs not, ng: Lord inſpires the themes | 
Can 
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Can he in ribaldry's immodeſt vein 

To public eyes laſcivious ſcenes explain ; 

And that his folly's mark ſhould EVER ſtand 

Stamp them his own, and fign them with his 
hand? 

He on the graceleſs page no curtain draws, 

More richly ſhewn thro? delicacy's gauze, 

Bids luſcious ſweets in luſcious accents ſhine, 

And ſwells debauch'ry with his prurtent line. 


Can uz *painſt ſalſhood preach, who hugs a lye, 


And loath the guilt, himſelf he Cares to try, 
E patrons fetter'd, and by faction fir'd, 


By a black wenal lawyer's rage inſpir'd, 
(Still doom'd the tool of ſtate, the dupe of 
| pow 'r, 


Tho? threat'ning bell wide-open to devour, 
Who deals each vilencſs, each infidious art, 


A callous head - piece, and a rotten heart) 


Bid ſtreaming wealth to gild corruption roll, 
And /ell his bawn, or buy another's ſoul ? 
Make the foul miſcreant, like himſelf unjuſt, 
A ilave to fraud, a traytor to his truſt ? 


Peace to ſuch wretches, ſtill let K1bpOELL meet, 


To ſooth his pride, and fan his ſelf-conceit, 
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To crown the triumphs of his prieſtly fate, 

The ſmile of grandeur, and the praiſe of 
STATE; | 

Let /uch inſur'd to ev'ry knave's applauſe 

Mow down all right, 2nd trample on the laws; 

Break in Religion's cauſe Religion's fence, 

And publiſh blaſphemy in heav'n's defence; 

Let ſuch, if eaſy conſcience ſhall permit, 

To party-purports proftitute their wit, 

(Which tho” but ſlender, with diſdain to ſwerve, 

They ſtill mould proffer to the God they /er ve) 

Let ſuch with cenſure ſpotleſs worth purſue, 

With all the rage of impotency view 

The s0L 1D wiſdom of a PAT T's decree, 

PraTtT*mid ee ſcenes, who dares be 
free, | 

Uphclding ExcLanD's Rienrs with boneſt 
ſoul 

Unbias'd by a ſtateſman's vile control : 

— Reaſon deteſts the ſelf-conviQting flame, 

And damns the ſlaves to everlaſting ſhame. 


| Tho? bigot Faſhion, with her firen tongue, 
Deteſting virtue, and beftiending wrong, 
Enflave the coward world, and guilt befriend, 
A * all meanneſs, and all crimes defend, 
Tho! 
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Tho” tyrant STUARTS ſhould on freedom frown, 
Freedom, an Engliſh ſubjeQ's aat'ral crown, 
To ſhades of night inglorious merit thruſt, 

And ſpread my country's honors in the duff, 
Still, ſtill ſhall conſcience fire my ſoul within 
To ruſh indignant on the flaves of fin; 

The friend of worth, to liberty reſign'd, 
Oppreſſion ſhall not ſhake my ſteady mind; 
Still greatly panting for an KoOxNEsT name, 

Still virtue's dictates ſhall my heart inflame, 


Such be the muſe's taſk—her dauntleſs foul 
No bribes ſhall influence, and no fears control; 


No miniſterial frown ſhall damp her fire, 


Free be her ſight, and boundleſs be her ire, 
Wheree'er her animated thunder falls, | 
While FREEDOM beckons, and her country calls. 


When rais'd at once in pure Devotion's liſt 
$S——c——h bimſelf turns downright Ms- 
- THOD4ST; 
—'Gainit vice, ſo late he lov'd, declaiming 
 flands, 
And, ſaint-like, lifts to heav'n his eyes and hands; 


V hen loathing follies, and a foe to crimes, | 
This Cruden riſes to reform the times; 


3 Quits 
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Quits the low comic jeſt, the tragic rage, 

To firut his moment on a loftier ſtage ; 

When the mad Node, loſt to honeſt ſhame, 

More ſavage than the WIND, which bears his 
name, 

(The Wind, whoſe horror heav'n's fair face de. 
forms 

With low'ring clouds, and unrelenting ſtorms) 

Reſigns at mimic loyalty's pretence | 

To faGiouus vileneſs—decency and ſenſe ; 

Who keeps that maxim of the world in view, 

The weak with ſev'nfold vengeance to purſue, 

Each ſtroke repeats, repeats reſentment's ſound, 

And the /a!l'n patriot cruſhes to the grouhd ; 

When he, whoſe gen'rous ſoul diſdain'd of old 

The proffer'd 7ribute of his country's gold, 

Whoſe praiſe with gratitude's unbounded 
flame 

In conſcious joy HiBERENTA's ſons proclaim, 

The deeds, he once deteſted, who approves, 

Ev'n he, ev'n Hatirax, compaſſion moves; 

K1DGELL with ample hopes uſurps the gown, 

Pants for the mitre, and demands renown. 


But now at once a purer beam of light 
| Glares on my eye, and ruſhes o'er my ſight; 


I 
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view in conſcious pride Devotion ſpring, 
Cheer'd by a pros Monarch's foſtring wing 


I view RELIGION 's zezo- Lorx glory riſe, 


And waft her richett incenſe to the ſkies ; 

Cob RU TIoxN finking with a pale affright 

Shall drop deteſted to the ſhades of night; 

Traurn's radiant ſmile ſhall triumph o'er 
diſgrace, | 

And ViRTUE once again be fecn - in place. 


— 


•˙•% ; x 


9 


— Cum Pei vileg io. 


YE flutt'ting Bards, whoſe coxcomb fancies 
| chooſe ES. | 
A ſummer's airing with your lady muſe ; 


Who form ſtarch ſonnets regularly prim, 
Or bluſter fuſtian Ops in numbers trim; 
Ones, which the witlings of the times inſp're 
Toquench in empty ſmoke the GRECIAN fire, 
P 4 Or 
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Or fritter, with Descr1yT1ON's eunuch-rage, 
The manly fervors of the Rowan page; 
Who dancing to an Eclogue's flow'ry ſtrain 
Deſeant the ruſtic's bliſs, the ruſtic's pain, 
And poliſhing to courts a ſordid crew 

Bid them conveſe in notes, they never knew; 
Ualike the pattoral Suirh, whole placid lot 
Low in the ſyivan vale to fink the cot; 

Ill, meadow, rjvulet—each genuine grace 
Winds o'er the landſcape's animated face; 
Hail! ro fold painter, friend of Nature's cauſe, 
JI rut io her ſcenes, and faithful to her laws. 


Ye rhyming hirclings, who at levees wait, 
Fou} fattion's trumpeis, and the tools of ate ; 
Whoſe magic pow'r bids honeſty refort 

From /oza! Sc9TLAND to be lov'd at court, 
Who triumph in your country's foul diſgrace, 
Aud WO JacoBitte—when once in place, 


Ve tribe enſlav'd to metaphyſic plan, 

Who things cf little uſe with labor ſcan, 

In ignorance plung'd, who ignorance deride, 
And frown on vanity, tho” wrap'd in pride; 
Renown'sd philoſophers, whoſe ceaſcleſs toil 

_ Conſumes the !liog*ting day, and midnight oil; 

| Whether 
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Whether 2 IENYNS' viſionary fil! 

Arrays in motley garb the ſource of ill; 

And want'ning o'er Creation's wondrous theme 

Spurns with a Deiſt's voice the Deiſt's dream ; 

Bids pagan fate arreſt th' almighty nod, 

And human freedom curb the power of God: 

Whether with vagrant Hume your motley page 

Deals wanton paradox in headlong rage, 

With letter'd pride avho/e moral footſteps tend, 

Loſt in a cloud, and talking to no end, 

His ſole intention thro? the mazy way. 

Not to ſet right, but lead the mind aftray ; 

While heav'n-born Genius, in true radiance 
bright | 

Which breaks at intervals th* encumbring night, 

Eutranc'd by whimiy's wand ſupinely lies, 

And wiſdom's charms are loſt in fancy's guiſe : 

Or lur'd by Beattie's philo/ophic plan 

Ye wake to genuine 'TRUTH the ſoul of man, 


Purg'd from enthuſiaſt-pride, whole thoughts 


diſpenſe | 
The ſweets of Reaſon, and the ſtores of ſenſe; 


Who bids us, cheer'd by Humor's genial flow, 


k now what we are, and judge from what we know? 
Or with rich SHarTEsBURY's fantaſtic pow'rs 


You grace {air learn ng with poetic flow'rs, 


Care” 
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Carcleſs of judgement's nod whoſe laviſh ſtrain 
Spreads uncontrol'd oferWi1T'sunbounded plain; 
By turns the foe of truth, by turns her friend, 
Who laughs off whims, he cares not to defend ; 
While boldly ſpringing with enthuſiaſt mind 
He leaves the lapping argument behind ; 
The errors of whoſe heart our grief inſpire, 
Vhoſe head ev'n dullneſs cannot but admire :; 


Ye gloomy rece, ye mathematic train, 

In ſogs whoſe deep impenetrable brain 

Plods, and plods on, while ttrangers to the right 
Involv'd ye wander mid the ſhades of night; 
Coop'd in a narrow academic cell, 
Where horror rules, and ſadneſs loves to well, 
Life's choiceſt hours in zeal inglorious waſte, 
Aud leap in ſearch of truth the bounds of taſte; 
That ſacred truth your labors rarely find 
(Whate'er the boaſt of a pedantic mind) 

Tho? wiſdom beaming thro? a NMRWTORH's ſoul 
Points the rough path, and beckons to the goal; 


Ye ſiolie STERNES, with Nature's genuine eaſe 
Wholaugh, and talk, and write whate'er you pleaſe; 
Who wage with folemn form.erernal was, 
Wii's bawdry meaning glimm'ring thro” a flar; 

e Vet 
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Yet *mid digreſſion's wild mæanders ſcan 

Each fond caprice, that marks the ſoul of man; 
Pleas'd to diſcuver, while the hadows fly, 

The lovelier path, where /o/i virtues lie: 

Ye from Seraglios warm whoſe rambling mind 

With folly luxury of mirth has join'd, 

Ye Montagues, whoſe ſouls' impaſiion'd ſwell 

Dares, what offends decorum, boldly tell ; 

In giddy mood put modeſty to rout, 

Feel, what you think, and ſpeak it plainly out: 


Ye creatures, fraught with vanity who write, 

Retailing ribaldry in truth's deſpight, 

With ranc*rous gall who ſcandal's poiſon ſpit, 

While fond preſumption claims the throne of wit; 

Who xow the toil of Di/ertation try, 

And rake the Grecian for th' hiſtoric he, 

Things, they ne'er meant, from foreign authors 
quote, 

And give them nonſenſe, which they never wrote; 

Your flimſey ſtrains who flimſily defend, 

Strains, which no mortals but yourſelves commend , 

Superior rivals view with envious eyes, 

And merit blaſt, wherever merit lies ; 

W ho without learning years of reading waſte, | 


No ſons of genius, and no friends of taſte; _ 
Who 
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Careleſs of judgement's nod whoſe laviſh ftrain 
Spreads unconttol'd oferWiT'sunbounded plain; 
By turns tte foe of truth, by turns her friend, 
Who laughs off whims, he cares not to defend; 
While boldly ſpringing with enthuſiaſt mind 
He leaves the lapping argument behind; 

— The errors of whoſe heart our grief inſpire, 
Whoſc head ev'n dullneſs cannot but admire : 


Ye gloomy rece, ye mathemat'c train, 

In ſogs whoſe deep impenetrable brain 

Plods, and plods on, while Erangess to the right 
Involv'd ye wander mid the ſhades of night; 
Coop'd in a narrow academic cell, 

Where horror rules, and ſadneſs loves to dwell, 
Life's choiceſt hours in z2al inglorious waſte, 
And leap in ſearch of truth the bounds of taſte; 
That ſacred truth your labors rarely find 
(Whate'er the boaſt of a pedantic mind) 

Tho? wiſdom beaming thro? a NREWTon's ſoul 
Points the rough path, and beckons io the goal; 


Ye fiolic STERNEsS, with Nature's genuine eaſe 
Wholaugh, and talk, and write whate'er you pleaſe; 
Who wage with ſolemn form eternal was, 
Wit's bawdry meaning glimm'ring thro” a flar; 
e Yet 
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Yet 'mid digreſſion's wild mæanders ſcan 

Each fond caprice, that marks the ſoul of man; 
Pleas'd to diſcover, while the hadows fly, 

The lovelier path, where lid virtues lie: 

Ye from Seraglios warm whoſe rambling mind 

With folly luxury of mirth has join'd, 

Ye Montagues, whoſe ſouls? impaſſion'd ſwell 

Dares, what offends decorum, boldly tell ; 

In giddy mood put modeſty to rout, 

Feel, what you think, and ſpeak it plainly out: 


Ye creatures, fraught with vanity who write, 

Retailing ribaldry in truth's deſpight, 

With ranc'rous gall who ſcandal's poiſon ſpit, 

While fond preſumption claims the throne of wit; 

Who xow the toil of Dijertation try, 

And rake the Grecian for th' hiſtoric he, 

Things, they ne'er meant, from foreign authors 
quote, | 

And give them nonſenſe, which they never wrote; 

Your flimſey ſtrains who flimſily defend, 

Strains, which no mortals but yourſelves commend, 

Superior rivals view with envious eyes, 

And merit blaſt, wherever merit lies; 

Who without learning years of reading waſte, 

No ſons of genius, and no friends of taſte ; 2 
; Who 
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Who rail at vice, tho” foes to virtue's name, 

And modeſty applaud, unknown to ſhame, 

Whom wiſdom cheers not, and whom paſſion 
rules, 

No fancy fires you, and no judgement covls; 

No tranſient beauty who in others own, 


And boaſt perfection in yourſelves alone: 


Dictators ſtern, ye WaRBURTONS who fit 

U arping Cromwells o'er the land of wit, 

A RIGHT DIVINE in letters who affect, 

And your vain upſtart wills to laws ereQ ; 
Fondly exclaiming with imperious tongue 

Each wretch, that dares to differ, muſt be wrong; 
Who build on novelty your worih's defence, 
Oa pride your ſpirit, on abuſe your ſenſe ; 


| Whoſe volumes drawl'd on fair religion ſhew, 


What Chriſlians zeed not, or ne'er cught t. 
know; | | 
Who to meer nothings ſink a SHAKESPEARE“s 
rage, 
Burleſque his meaning, and pervert his page ; 
Comment on bards, tho? ſtrangers to the Nine, 
Plain ſenſe obſcuring with the critic line: 


Come forth, ye authors of whate'er degree, 


| Ye willing ſlaves, and you who dare be free, 


Stalking 
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Stalking in proſe, or frohcking in rhyme, 

To gain the pence, or while away your time, 
All, all come forth—the gen'rous muſe attend, 
To Work devoted, and ner country's friend; 

A mighty theme I ſing, attend my call, 

And feel the ſubject, which demands you ALL. 


But chiefly ye, whoſe learning's ſob'rer rage 
Points the full beauties of th' hiſtoric page, 
Not rous'd by SMoLLET's pride, with partial 
views 
Dealing each faithleſs anecdote from zews, 
Changing, like vanes, before the changing 
wind, | 
Where faction bids, who fly with giddy mind, 
'Gainſt honeſt P1TT's unſully'd virtues roar, 
That P1TT your int'reſt deem'd a God before, 
Who madly vaunting in the Tory's name 
Throw vilain ſlanders on a Wi1.L1am's fame, 
William, whoſe worth ſhall triumph, when 
the Scot, 3 | 

Of arr diſdain'd, ſhall in oblivion rot, 
Howe'er the wretches labor to ſurvive, 
Prop'd on the rebel-deeds of forty-five ; 

Y But Ye, inſpir'd by truth's ſeverer laws, 

f Who ruſh undaunted in your country's cauſe, 

Ma- 
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MacauLays firm, who ſoar on FREEDOM k. 
Wings, 1 
No dupes to ſtateſmen, and no ſlaves to Kings, 
Who frown on Stuarts with a gen'rous zeal, 
Each thought directed to the public weal ; 
Diſtinguiſh'd patriots! in whoſe ſtrains we find 
The pureſt language of a manly mind: Y 
Attend the muſe, which fearleſs of control 
Speaks the ſtrong dictates of an ENGLISH ſoul, 
On vile Corruption pours th? indignant ſtream, I 
FREEDOM her boaſt, and PRIVILEOGE her theme, ? 


Hail glorious Parviteos, whoſe ſacred name N 
Fills my warm ſpirits with a genuine flame, b 
Calls forth each great reſol le, inſpires my pride 
And thro' my veins expands a purer tide; | 
Hail, holy CHARTER, bail, whoſe gen'rous {mit 
Sheds richeſt tranſports o'er my native iſſe; 
By thee her ſubjects, firſt of human race, 
Panting for fame, impatient of diſprace, 
Oppreſſion blaſt with unrelenting heart, 
And frown abhorrent on the ſnares of art; 
By thee, a foe to guilt, unknown to fear 
He curbs the ſtateſman in his wild career, 


Bids upſtart vice ſuperior virtue own, 
Nor ſpares the fiend, tho” baſking near a throne 
| " 


ne 


PRIVILEGE. 223 


By thee, while gen'rous ardor fires his cheek, 
All that he dares to think, he dares to ſpeak ; 
Maintains his Country's rights with honeſt plea, 
Nor deigns to fink a flave, by nature free, 
Hail holy charter, at whoſe awful nod 

The paths of death our gallant fatders trod, 
The rig*rous arm of lawleſs pow'r withſtood, 
When proudly warring *gainit the public good, 
Confronted tyrants with a ſteady eye, 

For FREEDOM liv'd, for FRE: DOA dar'd todye. 


Thrice happy Ex LAND, doom'd no more to 


view | 

The foul oppreſſions of a venal crew! 
Doom'd, unreveng'd, no longer to behold 
At will thy ſacred int'reſts bought, and ſold; 
See in ſome wretch's nand the iceptre plac'd, 
U/urp'd this moment, and the next diſprac'd ; 
See a vile HENRTL's ſoul with ſtern delight 
Bent on extortion leap the bounds of right ; 
Too weak to rule, too proud to bleſs a ſtate, 
His foes? deriſion, and his ſubjects“ hate, 
The tool of av'rice, and a dupe to art, 
No honeſt dictates warm'd his iron- heart, 
Steel'd to all friendſhip, but what int'reſt gave, 
Wholoath'd th' ambitious, tho' Ambition's dave; 

| Guli'd 
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GolPd with the ſounds of arbitrary pow'r, 

Hug'd, whom he curs'd, and ſmil'd but to de- 
vou. 

So frown'd the wretch, whom heav'n's avenging 
hand 

Ordain'd the peſt, to ſcourge an belpleſs land, 

Uamov'd he liſtea'd to the Nation's groan, 

While his rapacious minions rul'd the throne, 


Condemn'd no more to view the tyrant God, 

Who gall'd the ſubje& with Oppreliion's rod; 

 Ungovern'd ſavage! in whoſe ſoul was join'd 

Each vice, whoſe horrors can diſgrace mankind, 

Vices, whoſe thick impenetrable ſcreen 5 

Scarce left one glimpſe of virtue to be ſcen, 

Or if ſome tranſient goodaeſs lurk'd within 

It frown'd polluted by a deeper fin; | 

Paſſion his rule, profuſion his delight, 

His ſtrength, brutality, revenge, his might; 

No tears could ſooth him, and no worth cou'd 
awe, 85 

Right he diſdain'd, and what he will'd, was law; 

Pride feſter'd in his ſoul, his ſpecious ſenſe 

Shone thro? the glare of boundleſs inſolence; 

A friend unknown to faith, a foe to grace, 

His fierce religion wore a bigot - face; 


| The 
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H The realm be reſcu'd from the papal throne, 

A freedom founded on caprice alone; 

Of hind rapactous, and of heart unjuſt, 

H Madman in rage, and pander to his luſt 
Woman he lov'd, but ſoon his paſſion cloyd, 

F Scorn'd, tho* admir'd, and hated when enjoy'd ; 
With truth his learaing one pedantic ſtrife, 

One ſettled war with virtue was his life. 


8. low'r'd the guilty times, ſo joſt to ſhame, 
E When dawning FREE DOu ſhed a dubious flame; 


we hs A "OP 
8 Via "i * OP Ts * e 5 
22 OE SE 


2 


$ Vhen venal ſtateſmen, fetter'd to reſort, 
5 Humor'd each fickle fancy of a count; 

One tyrant dead when wich unbounded hand 

: Another tyrant roles the wretched land ; 

| SUCH, while ELIZa's arm the ſcepter ſway'd, 

Each wayward paſſion of their Queen obey'd; 
Fav n'd at her feet, and truckled to her nod, 
And rais'd an earthly puppet to a God; 
Lozns in full ſenate full applauſes ſhow'r, 

And laviſh incenſe at the ſhrine of pow'r, 

Wich libral ſoul th? indulgent Commons grant 
Repeated treaſures to their Sov'reign's want; 
Schemes proſper'd Nen by able ſtateſmen plan'd, 
And conqueſts roſe beneath the Warrior's 


hand; | | 
Q Oer 
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O'er earth, o'er ocean tow'r the martial train, 

And grace the ſacred annals of her reign ; 

Sprung from this ſource the ſov'ieigu's merits 
ſhone, 20 

Uſurping Wispou to herſeif alone; 

Hence ev'ry virtue in her boſom rul'd, 

Enflam'd with courage, and with prudence 
copl'd ; 

Her's the full triumph of. eternal fame, 

Which long-forgotten patriots vainly claim. 


To thoſe, ambition prompted to be great 
FraTT'RY, RANK FLATT'RY won the ſmile of 


Hates. 
Who ſeck th' indalgence of their queen to 
prove 
Her mind muft rev'rence, and her form mull 
love; _ 


By w:idom fir'd, like Sheba's queen, her mind, 
In form an Angel ſent to bleſs mankind: 
—Each chaim, which niggard nature dar'd 
deny, 
Their praiſe muſt kindle, and their tongues 
ſupply: | | 
— Veil, rigid ſatire, veil th' inglorious ſcene, 
And in oblivion cloſe the Scorrish queen. 
To 


PRIVILEGE. 227 


To draw the tear from Prrx's melting eve, 
Call from the heaving breaſt the penſive ſigh, 
To ſwell th' ingenuous boſom with diſdain, 
And rouſe the fervor of the patriot train, 

To urge the warrior's animated force, 

Inſpire his vengeance, and enflame his courſe, 
Hate in his ſoul, and horror in his face, 

Tarn to the elder of the STUART race ; 

Turn to the baleful melancholy hour, 

When JamEs was lifted to the ſeat of pow'r, 


Who hurl'd oppreſſion with imperious hand, 


To ſtab the FREEDOM of a jealous land; 
FREE DOM, the courtier's curſe, the tyrant's ſcorn, 
Her glories blaſted, and her trophies torn. 


Tho' foibles center'd in a wayward heart 

Might ward the fury of reſentment's dart, 

When leagu'd with crimes the tainted mind they 
| rule, 

We loath the vilain, while we mourn the fool; 
If gleam'd in ScorrisH James a tranſient worth, 
From vice, vice only ſprang its guilty birth; 
It gen'rous dictates in his boſom roll'd, 
Profuſion ſhow*r'd the proſtituted gold; 

Peace, Peace he courted, for unknown to arms 


His puny ſpirit ſnudder'd at alarms; 
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Fair learning's themes his pedant toils purſue, 

To ſnuff th'applauſes of a venal crew; | 

While ſordid incenſe dullneſs' train imparts, 

He {tands the ruling SoroMo of arts; 

Did friendſhip' s ſweets his giddy GE em- 
ploy ? 

They glar'd with guilt, or awindled to a toy; 


Thus England” s chains he forg'd, himſelf a tool 


To the mad whimſies of a fav'rite fool. 


Through life a ſtranger to the voice of truth, 
Condemn'd to Miſery from the noon of youth, 
E're manhood  bloom'd, impatient of the rein, 


Duping by turns, by turns the dupe of Spain, 


Thoughtful, tho'headſtrong, tho'capricious, grave, 
To him, the father who diſgrac'd, a ſlave, 
Charles mounts the tott'ring pinacle of pow'r; 
How ill-exchang'd retirement's placid hour! 
Oh! with indulgent hand had fav'ring fate 
Conbgn'd che monarch a domeſtic ſtate ! 
No voice of Ratt'ry, no infidious ſmiles, 
No arbitrary ſtateſmen's firen wiles, 
To faſcinate the heart, to blind his eyes, 
And proudly ſpurn ah injur'd kingdom's cries ; 
No hireling papiſts, no imperious wife, 
Whoſe tongue was diſcord, and .*hoſe will was 
ſite; 

In 
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In life's ſoft vale what tranſports had he prov'd! 

Gueſts, who were friends, and children, whom 
he lov'd ! 

Pure had each ray of ſocial merit ſhone, 

Obicur'd by ciouds, that hover round a throne, 

Tyrant at others? will, by nature meek, 


Of folid ſenſe, from ſhallow councils weak, 


Of boſom gen'rous, and a foe to lin, 

Virtue, tho* mark'd with errors, glow'd within; 
Diſtreſs, deſpair undaunted he {uſtain'd, 
ihe ſov'reign acted what the man diſdain'd. 


To ſtem the boundleſs torrent cf the times, 

When pure religion was a maſk for crimes, 

When urg'd'gainſt FREEDOM“s rights, by FaEE- 
pom's flame, 

Pow'r was their butt, and monarchy their aim, 

I ſaits the mildneſs of a Charles's force, 

Tho' headlong Buckingham inflames his courſe ; 

Tho' Laud in thunder from the pulpit ſprings, 


And proves to ſlaves the Right divine of Kings. 


l cannot love, on truth's ſeverer plan, 
The hapleſs king, I cannot hate the man: 
Cloſe, cloſe the horrors of the reſt from ſight, 
And cruſh a CRomweLL to eternal night. 
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In frolic gayety. from Bx EDA's ſhore, 

Eaſy, as Fortune's frown he never bore, 

As exile were a toy, and want a jeſt, 

To realms long paating for the {weets of reſt 
The ſon 7nwited flew ;z the changing 1calm 
Caught at a ſtroke the vices of the helm; 

In pleaſure's round the giddy ſubj-Cts rove, 

A land of licence, iidicule, and love; 

A dupe to fully, and to whims a tlave, 

Calm he receiv'd the joke, he freely gave, 

_ Without profuſion in his focial hour, 

Stranger to prudence *mid the ſcenes of poy'r ; 
Bis ſcoff religion, glory was his hate, 

Careleſs of right, and thoughtleſs of the ſtate; 
Foes were regarded, but his friends unknown, 
Thoſe very friends, who rais'd him to the throne; 
Averſe to tumults, undiſturb'd by wars, 

He took the kingdom with domeſtic jars, 

At home untev'renc'd, and deſpis'd abroad, 
His people ſporn'd him, and his neighbors aw'd ; 
Diſgrace, when living, cruſh'd his country's 
fame, 


Which ſinks his aſhes to the gulph of ſhame. 


Cars'd with a boundleſs arbitrary rage, 
Which fires the STUART ſoul from age to age, 
Stez1'd 
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S'cel'd to fair prudence, by no fears appall'd, 

Impatient ruſting, where oppreſſion call'd, 

Relentleſs b'got to the Poris cauſe, 

Who laugh'd at FREEDOu, and diſdain'd the 
laws; | 

Who moulded fetters for a reſtiff fate, 

To make them captives to the“ wictch, they 
hate, 

And urg'd by principle, with pions art 

Would tear all conſcience from the human heart, 

As ſubject, not as ſovereign born to ſhine, 

Koſe the laſt tyrant of the Stuart line: 

Obſcur'd by tempeits roſe the feeble ſun, 

In clouds to ſet, e'te half his courſe was run. 


Hence be /ach rulers, let the bigot praiſe 
The gloomy records of thoſe guilty days, 
Let frantic ToR1Es, whoſe rebellious ire 


Would ſpread their native land with flames cf fire, 


On regal vileneſs venal flatt'ry roll, 

No ſpark of FREEDOM glimm'ring in their foul; 
ExvcLaxpD with tranſport feels the ſacred hour, 
When ſpurning flav'ry, uncontrol'd by pow'r, 


From the warm heart unbounded rev'icnce 


ſprings 
To crown the merits of the beſt of kings ; 
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Of hoary prudence e'en in youth poſſeſs'd 
His people bleſſing, of his people bleſs'd ; 
Whoſe ſon! from virtue never learn'd to rove, 
Whoſe ev'ry thought religion's duties move; 
Rite, riſe, my muſe, in truth's exalted ſtrain, 


And hail the glories of a BRUxNSwWIC's reign. 


Tho? lavage boſoms wich enraptur'd ſight 

Hang o'er the balefu] horrors of the Goht, 

And ſtalking thro? the field with piant-tread 

Fealt on the {laughter'd mountains of the dead; 

Far milder ſcenes engage our /#a7e/5ren's care, 

They know to conquer, but they know to 
__ ſpare; 

They bid deftrou&ion drop her vengeful arm, 

And curb ir full carcer the war's alaim. 


Their gen'rous thoughts with calm compaſſion 
| 
From ruin's jaw their mercy ſaves a foe ; 
To raiſe him from the duſt themſelves advance, 
And hug the promis'd faith of Syarin and 
FRANCE. 
There are, who ſlaves to int'reſt's ſordid plan 
Keep, what they gain, and gain whate'er they 
can; 5 . 
| Around 
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e 3 
; Around, ozr conqueſts ſpread from ſhore to ſhore, 
f Peace kindly flies thoſe conqueſts to reſtore; 
3 Tho? ev'ry gale repeated triumphs boaſt, 
. A ſhatter'd navy, or a captive coaſt; 
; 7 Tho? ev'ry gale unbounded treaſures bring, 
| The ſores prede/tin'd to the foe we fling ; 
g 5 Tear the vain laurel from the warrior's head, 
: And fix th” immortal olive in its ſtead. 
: Of old protected by the ſovereign hand, 
ö Spite of the clamors of an adverſe land, 
| he giddy ſtateſman, with enthuſiaſt zeal, 
E At random ruſhing *gaialt the public weal, 
| Each poſt of honor on his kinſmen ſhow'r'd, 
: Each ſplendid title on his minions pour'd ; 
; Tho' bellowing faction rail'd, the courtly race 
I Still kept their grandeur, and maintain'd their 
3 place; | 
4 Fix'd at their wills the miniſterial rout, 
3 In pow'r who pleas'd them, who diſpleas'd were 


Out. 


So ak 


r 


The frame of Bur a nobler ſoul inſpires, 

In place this moment, he the next retires; 
' Retires contented from encumb'ring ſtate, 

To ſooth the madneſs of a nation's hate. 


Fa- 
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Fav'RIT ES, in ſhew abandon'd by a court, 
Fix'd to the gilded flav'ry of reſort, 

Still lurk'd of yore, conceal'd behind a ſcreen, 
And rui'd each movement of the ſtate machine; 
Our fav'rite wooes the ſtill, ſequeſter'd life, 
Sicken'd with gain, and ſurfzited with ſtrife. 


Star- chamber tyranny, by paſſion mov'q, 

Flew forth of old on libels, newer prov'd, 

Each hated Patriot by ///z2al pow'r 

Caulcleſs was ſeiz'd, and hurry'd to the tow'r; 

That pow'r, which gave the ſhatter'd ſtate to 
groan, : 

While fell extortion wore the face of loan, 

Tax'd it for war, and when the battles ceaſe, 

Tax'd it afreſh, to carry on Peace. | 


Of old, devoted to a ſlateſman”s thought, 
Gen'rals ne'er dar'd to vote, as conſcience taught, 
Or if perhaps, diſdainful of control, 
Some bolder champion ſpoke his honeſt ſoul, 
Driv'n from his poſt, and baniſh'd from com- 
mand, | 
He mourns, oppreſs'd, the ſlav'ry of the land; 
But JusTiCE, Jus ric noww the courier guides, 


Cools his keen rage, and o'er his heart preſides. 
| | 'The 
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The Pxkss, where FREEDOu with undaunted 
courſe 

Checks the wild ſtream of miniſterial force, 

Where gen'rous TruTH can fainting virtueriplit, 

And tear corruption to the face of light, 

By Law prote&ed, and unaw'd by foes, 


Nor evarrar:s lock, nor Carringtons can cloſe, 
Free be the paſſport til}, with prudent zeal 


For ever watchful o'er the public weal, 
On glory's wing, beyond the reach of blame, 
Our ſtateſinen ſoar toeverlaſting ſame. 


Jzrrarizs of yore, oppreſũon's genuine child, 

With ſtreams of blood his guilty ſteps defil'd; 

To Pow'g alone, and to her friends, a friend, 

No virtues ſooth him, and no tears can bend: 

Merit in rags ſunk blaſted at his frown, 

Cruſh'd was each ſuitor, that confronts the 
crown ; 


What need of Juvr1zs?—eo'er-rules the cauſe, 


His will, the verdict, and his nod, the laws. 


Thrice happy changel—with ſpotleſs truth 
poſſeſs'd 


When virtue rears her throne. 1n ers. 3 


breaſt, 
A 


To cheer the toils of learning, and of wit; 
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A milky breaſt, that melts at mis'ry's tear, 


Ev*n to the rebel-culprit /carce ſevere, 


_ Unſway'd by faction, and unwarp'd by pride, 


No int'reſt turns his honeſt heart aſide ; 
Ver:'d in the laws at calm refleQion's rule 
He weighs the right, deliberatel, cool. 


Fair FR EE DOu's ſmile his ev'ry deed inſpires, 
Reigns in his ſoul, and kindles all her fires 


Ingenuous thoughts his manly mind enlarge, 


No Jus x's inflnenc'd by a partial charge; 

All that they think, he bids them freely name; 

—So open, WiLkzs, tho? ſentenc'd, cannot 
blame. | 


| FaQtion, that kygra, ſtrengthen'd from the 


ground, 


Warm'd by reſiſtance, fiercer from her wound 


Who rears her tow'ring front, xow loſt to fight 
Sinks to the regions of eternal night ; 
EXTRAVAGANCY, wont with Kings to ſport, 


 Quaſh'dbya T- —rT's frownretiresfrom court 3 
While mild Oxconomy triumphant ſtands, 


The frugal penſion gleaming in her hands 
Who ſcatters wealth (where wealth alone 1s fit) 


Adds 
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All. all at once are fied at N—zT—x's nod. 
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Adds double genius to an Hogarth's page, 

And fame, acquir'd in youth, confi:ms in age; 
Bids Mallet's muſe with richeſt fancy bloom, 
And ſwells each grace of tragedy in Hume; 
Gives Johnſon's ſoul with patricr zeal to ſprings 
Adore a ſtateſman, and reſpect his King. 


BrasPHEMY, woo'd of late who ſtalk'd the land, 
Lies level'd in the duſt by S- D -c hand; 
S- d-chh, by all rever'd from earlieſt youth, 
Renown'd for friendſhip, challity, and truth; 
No mean reflections in his boſom roll, 

Vice ne'er poſſeſs'd one corner of his ſoul ; 
Fiil'd with each virtue that a court can grace, 
Bleſs'd be my country! he's once more in place; 
Parts, perſon, manners, all, his office ſuit, 

And crown this precious legacy of BuTe. 


Unbounded InT'rEsT, whoſe prevailing art 


Expells each ray of goodneſs from the heart, 


Foe to all reaſon, ſavage IuPUuDEN CE, 
Who long uſurp'd the ſacred name of Sense, 
Who fleel'd to ſhame bids modeſt merit bluſh, 


And ſpreads o'er truth herſelf a faithlęſi fluſh 3 


Gu1LT in broad noon which 'erlt ſecurely trod, 


If 
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If genuine Loy ALT demand thy care, i 
Turn to a Lircneitty's heart, and ſee her 
there; | | 
She bids a Ph1L1es tow'r ſupremely great, 
True to his Kix, and faithful to the ſtate. 
See! ſacred Wis Dou, with a full control, 
Spreads her bright radiance on a DasH—p's 
ſoul ; | 
Center'd in worth, ſee! Pz1NncieLe impart 
Her pureſt influence to a GRE LE's heart; 
VUaſsay'd by faction, and a foe to pelf, 
Steel'd to corruption, and no tool to ſelf, 
What if he quits the paths he trod before? 
His kindred MUCH he lov'd, his country MOR E* 


Sven bliſsful ſcenes our golden times diſplay, 
And ſuch the morning of a GeoaGE's ſway. 


ö 
Brin 


THE Patriot fall. — each gay deluſion dies, 

And dreams of grandeur fade before his eyes; 

With fadlous (trains at Hiachinbroke no more 
e joins the lordly bacchanalian roar ; 

To filence lull'd, the ribald murmors ceaſe, 

And /condal finks into the arms of peace, 


Reſt to her aſhes —no unhallow'd tread 
Diturb the flambers of the ſacred dead; 
Uaſammon'd reſt ſhe in eternal gloom, 
And ſoft oblivion conſectate the tomb. 


And thou, my“ Scott, to crown the fav'rite bier, 
Indulge the tribute of a ſocial tear; 

; | One 

* 'This gentleman, ſoon after he had entered into 
holy Orders, fatigued - with the barren purſuit of 
academical ſtudies enliſted himſelf in the field of 
political debate, the laſt ſtage of puny abilities 
While his reſtiff ſpirit affected to control a titled. 
patron in private, his meanneſs idolized public defi- 
ciencies by papers of venality under the ſignature of 
ANTI-SEJANUS, | 
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One pious hymn the ſol-mn rites attend, 
One /i/ten diity to embalm thy friend. 


Vet—tho' by tee genius rear'd to fame, 
Thou ſporn'ſt the trappings of a borroww'd name, 
And dar'ſt, collected in thy ſelf, to quit 

The paths of ſlav'ry for the realms of wit; 


Dar'ſt, a returning prodigal, refuſe 
Thy darling Sandwich for the dearer mule; 
Wilt thou, from poeſy's Elyſian bow?'ss, 


Where fancy weaves her variegated flow'rs, 
Wilt thou with me the ſons of faction trace, 
And cruſh the hydra of the party-race ; 
Relentleſs herd, by zealous frenzy mov'd, 

The dear aſſociates, whom ſo late you lov'd 5 
Nor ſpare the dupe, who teads, the tool, who 
writes, : 
—The fly that buzzes, or the ſnake that bites, 


All, all are flateſmen—mark the gen'ral rage, 
From earlier records to the preſent age; 5 
The young, the old, the rabble, and the peer, 
Swell the loud clamor, and indulge the ſneer ; 
Triumphant faction claps her ſable wing, 

And blaſts alike the courtier, and the king. 


Bleſs'd 
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Bleſs'd with th' applauſes of a nation's voice, 


Call'd by their pray'rs, and monarch of their 


choice, | 
In vain a Wiiliam ſhone, with patriot-hand 
Who ſow'd the ſeeds of Freedom o'er the Jaiid ; 
And ſtill'd the tempeſt of oppreſnon's hour, 
Deaf to the firen of defpotic pow'r; 
The Northern ſiren, with alluring grace 
Waich fondly ſmil'd, and cruſh'd theSteuart race. 
In vain, true guardian of his England's fame, 
Guide of her arms, and bulwark of her name, 
*Gainſt foes combin'd embattled he denies 
Keit to his ſoul, and ſlumber to his eyes; 
At home ſtill watchful o'er his ſubje&s? cauſe 
Their rights he foſters, and improves their lav-s 3 


To gen'ral good devotes the princely plan, 


And with the ſovereign's virtue crowns the man. 


Too bright the luſtre !—»ith a baleful how], 

Sick of the glare fell faction, like the ow), 

Flits thro? the ſhades of night, and blots the 
throne 

With venial faults, or errors not its own; 

Bids cold reſerve on ſuliject courtiers wait, 

Wnile Holland only meets the ſmile of ſlate. 


R In 
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In Anna's days, whoſe kypocritic zeal 

Secur'd a Brunſwick for the public weal, 
While rcaſon ſaw, behind the muſk of art, 

A kindred Steuar: lurking in her heart, 

In Anna's days undaonted Mer:iboroveh wore 
Ta” avenping falchion, which a Willlam bore, 
Tho:ghton his brow, and calmneſs in his ſoul, 
No danger noves him, ard no fears contrcl ; 
Ilimie't the great macuinc—a world in armi—- 


A s 5 — — 6 as — Oh #5 - » f, . 2 - 1 
Hurls the fail thonder, and direds th? alarms; 


Where'er he turns he marks his deſtin'd prey, 
And conqueſt imiling leads him in his way, 
France, at his pow'r appall'd, beholds arcund 
Her boaſted bulwarks ſmoaking on the ground, 
jntrench'd ſhe pauſes o'er her ſlavghter'd hoſts, 
ler vither'd laurels, and her ravag'd coalls, 
— Ia vain his country, with a fond regard, 
Hang ofer the warrior, and kis toils reward, 
Hail ev'iy ttiumph, and his glories own, 
Lov'd of the ftate, and idol of the throne ; 
Faction arous'd, now ſtarting from her ſcreen, 
Frowns at the ſight, and mars the happy ſcene, 
She ſummons at a nod her trait'rous band 
To curſe the bounties of a grateful land, 
Gold madly Tox'r'd, and titles ill- apply'd 
To pamper ay rice, and to ſatiate pride; 25 L 
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©norrfs ful in her courſe the crown ſhe ſhakes, 
— The great infalt him, and his Queen forſakes : 
He quits the ſtage for Blenheim's Jov'd retort, 
And nobly ſpurns the creatures of a court. 


Succeeding times th' invidious fiend proclaim, 
Alike her vengeance, aud her cares the ſame; 
Full thro” the foul with unrefifted {wav 

his foe to merit wings ter rapid way, 
Broods o'er the palace, ſeſtens on the ſtate, 


Tie good her-plunder, and her prey the great. 


Leg not enogoh beneath a Brenſvick's reion, 


TY 


1%hit Freed ſhow'is her animated ſtrain, 

ecicen'd from th? oppreſſion of a courtly tool, 

And dares to 1:f1 the villain and the fool? 

\ith honelt age on titied minions ſprings, 

1cars from theie breaſt the ribbons and the 
ſtrings, 

Par, far aloof the wretched gewgaws hurl'd, 

'To thruſt the traitors naked to the world? © 


Js't not enough, tho? ſaucy grandeur frown, 


That /arire dares, unbias'd by a crown, 
Spurn the prerogative of Right divine, 
20 bids the father in the monarch thine ? 
* R 2 Bat 
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 But—foul ſedition with ungovern'd mind 

Will boldly forge the crimes ſhe cannot ſind, 
Curſe ſpotleſs worth, and titled wealth diſobn, 
When—call'd to pow'r,and ſeated near the throne, 


In peace let ſlander rouſe her envious tide 
To ſooth the pangs of diſappointed pride, 
Let hungry malice all ber libels roll 

To blaſt the calmneſs of a Conway's ſoul ; 
With ſneers a patriot Rockingham to ſoil, 
A Saville's freedom, and an Egmont's toi, 
Toil for a kingdom's weal—not Y to trace 
A fav'rite's wiſhes, or to crouch in place ; 
Steel'd to each hoſtil art, not i. the boaſt | 
A mould'ring navy, and defenceleſs coaſl-— 
—[liuftrious ſhade ! I mourn thy paying bier, 
And to one ſtateſman's merit drop the tear. 


Let folly dare without a bluſh diſplay 
The name of S—d—ch to the face of day; 
Once more invoke him with her b/4nd'ring ſtrains 
To reel into the ſtate, and ſeize the reins ; 
Commend, with ſlow funereal dullneſs fraught 
The grave Proceſſion of North's ſullen thought, 
And ſwear his budget opes, tho' Legge's no more, 
The Sibyl myſt'ries of a kingdom's ftore— - 
& + ” Full 
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Full well the themes their wretched parent ſuit, 
And amply crown the laſt remains of Bate, 


Hail happy ſcene, where * miniſterial youth 

Treads the bold paths of reaſon and of truth, 

Where manly prudence checks the ſtateſman's 
reve, | 

And gives a leſſon to experienc'd age; 

To theſe, America, much-injur'd land, 

Sighs her full Sorrows, and extends her hand; 

To thele ſhe heaves the ſupplicativg Rrain, 

Nor to their country's friends laments in vaia 

To theſ? her animated tears deplore 

Corrupiion curſing the maternal jhore ; 

Deplore (till pow'r with friendly arm reliev'd) 

A ſenate cheated, and a realm deceiv'd. 

Such, ſuch the fetters of the ſlave defy, 

Nor view deſtruction with a careleſs eye; 5 

Fix'd to their rights (fair nature's charter'd plan 

To rouſe the conſcious dignity of mar) 

Thoſe rights they ſpeak, nor meaniy bend the knee, 

But by our own exzmple—4are be free. 


Fill'd with her ſubjeX in the patriot's cauſe 
My muſe ſpontaneous kindles to applaule, 
c See! 


Whig Adminiſtration 1766, 
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See! motionlels, and pale ambition fland, 
Pale with deſpondence from her palſy'd hand 
She drops, unwilling drops oppreiion's chain, 
Againſt her country's welfare forg'd in vain, 
Reviving commerce hoiſts th' impatient ſail, 
And opes her treaſures to th” alluring gale, 
Hark ! from her raptur'd ſons triumphant cries 
Fill the wide ſtrand, and echo to the ſkies ; 
O'er diftant climates panting to impart 

The genial tidings, each according heart 
Bears, deeply bears, with adamant engrav'd, 


people riphtcd; and a kingdom ſav'd. 


Met big! es ſome hoaty- headed ſage I hear, 

— Pair witdem ever crowns the /fxzieth year 

Eper when nature droops to time a prey, 

Supplies with ſtreugth of mind the great decay 

(For ſoul and body live unſocial friends, 

And when ts bucket riſes, that deſcends) 

Hz:is head well ſettled by the coftee's draught, 

Ard trembiing o'er the news with anxious 

thoug ght, 

While at his ſide forgot the crutches lie, 

His wig heav'd back, his ſpeGacles thrown by, 

I hear important grawity exclaim, 

„From age to age all ſtateſmen are the ſame; 
« View 

» 
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View where you pleaſe the miniſterial plan, 
And point one hene aCion, if you can; 


». 
— 


Each boſom int'reſt, and ambition move, 
Cc; 1 hy? 10 10 y varn iſh? 'd * ich its country's love's 
« A]! ruth impetuous in preferment's race, 


„% And ail alike are patriots till ia place. 
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And = vnnumber'd ſorrows coss'd mankind; 


oh Bad the tf fs on a {0 (31, dling ire betra; 5 
© Gave careieſs innocence to fraud a prey, 
„% Pad rap dine, "a e In 


6 Pat riot A bleſurg vain!y ſovght at kc me 


Explore the happier rolls of Greece and Rome; 


„There *mid the horrors of degen'rate times, 
„When virtue ſigh'd o'er faſlionzbie crimes, 
3 R.4 «© When 
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When bold ambition rear'd her lawleſ; head, 
Ard civil diſcord o'er the kingdom ſpread, 
Some neighb'ring Gaul, embattled at the gate, 
To ſwell the tumults, and o'crwhelm the 
«ſtate, 
How did th' unbounded orator inſpire 
The beroe's rage, and ſet his foul on fire! 
Rous'd at a Philip's threats th" Athenian lands, 
Calls to the gen'rous finite his native bands, 
in thunder calls—at freedom's rapid ſhow” r 
They ily to arms—and ſpurn a tyrant's pow'r, 


To ſtab corruption uench ſedition's flame, 
And drag a ruthleſs Catiline to ſhame, 

The rebel dagger from his arm to wreſt, 
Unmaik his treaſons, and expel the peſt ; 
The brib'd patiician greatly to defy, 

And bare a Verres to the public eye; 

Bid the foul Prætor from oppfieſſion's mine 
Repay to injui'd realms th? extorted fine, 

A Tuliy ſpeak-—mejeſlically ſtrong 

Rolls the full tide of eloquence along; 


Rolls forth diffus'd —for worth's exalted end, 


— To ſcourge the guilty, and the yo be- 
66 friend. 


„ From 
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« From virtue beaming with diſtinguiſh'd 
« blaze 

« Turn to the gloomy ade of modern days; 

« Survey the patriot, with indignant (21 

« Who bids the thuncer of his cenſures roll 

«© Full o'er the ſtateſman's head—laments, the 
ec realm, 

« Where pride and folly blunder at the helm; 

«© Eyes with diſdain the miniſterial race, 

© Py vice and meanneſs climbing into place, 

% And paints in elegy's enthuſiaſt ſtrains 

Deſtruction hov'ring o'er Tis native plains ; 

He, the ſole Atlas, at the public call 

Jo prop the tott';ing kingdom, e'ie it fall. 


„To ſooth the tempeſi's melancholy low'r, | 
„ At once he vaults into the ſeat of pow'r ; 
Alike on him the kindred murm'cers vent 
„ Th' avenging form of patriot. diſcontent; - 
Hs virtue off 'd at, and his faith accus'd, 
„ Himſelf the changcling of a court abus'd; 
Thus envy ſwells her unremitted tale, 
« And learns the mighty ſcience—how to rail. 
© Yet—to diſprace at once this ſolemn word 
This creatuie never ſeen, tho' loudly heard; 
«© This 


cc 
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ec 
«c 
«6c 


«ce 


cc 


ec 


«cc 


cc 


cc 


cc 


* 


Tnis puny infect flutt'ring for its hour 

To teize, and fret the favotites of pow'r; 
This ching of nought, this echo of a name, 
This boaſted patriot boldly to ons. 


Diſplay the magic of the juggles's 
And ope the puilty ſecrets of 1 18 1 
A: honefly without, all fraud within 


5 
The tonpue of virtue, and the ſoul of ng 
Let conſcious Walpole from the tomb ariſe, 


And paint the Fotos t-3*tare to Gur eves. 
a 


"Twas his for years undzunted to Nit and 
Th' oppoſing !-2$on Of a PR band; 
fy 5 g 2 Gs 
4 0 bellowing Sentors Gu l their YER Sean 
© round, 
And ſhake the ſengte with the clam'rons 
4 ſound; 


* 
From fide to fide tho? ſtrains licentious ſpring 


And lerel'd at the ſtateſman pierce the king; 


Nor ſneers can change, nor cenſurcs can 
% control 

The calnyſedateneſs of his equal ſeul. 

Skill'd in his ta%, this pilot of the helm 

Smil'd o'er the jarring tempeſts of the realm; 

While mountains heav'd on mountains toſs the 


« fp, 


Amid the thanders of the roaring deep, | 
cc He 
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He rode ſerenely, — bad the tumult ceaſe, 
And all the patriot-bule % to peace. 


| 2 
The truth he found—(which ſage cxperience 


«© ſhews) 
That erandeur's fun attradòs a ſwarm of foes ; 
Vet bis the triumph, for ambition's ends, 
To turn his ſlerceſt enemies to friends, 
For this th' unbounded ſtreams of treaſure 
cc flow, 
For this the title's pro onder ſplen. dots grow; 
For this diſpiay'd, amid the wordy vary 
Spread forth their charms: the ribband and 
4 the lar. 
With feady art he worm'd into mankind, 
And learn'd the ruling pation of the mind, 
Ia vain would caution ſnrowd each favw'rite 
«© vice, | 


Ile fed their Wiles —i7 r he knew chats price.“ 


Hence, cenſor, hence ! at ſtern reſentment's call, 


tho” moſt are ſpotted, mull | rail at ar? 


Shall reaſon treck the! ſte ps of earlier bir: h, 


And rake the aſhes of the dead for worth ? 
What if enamor'd cf 2777 eee ſaze, 


1 hai! the boldneſs of his epic page; 


What 
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What if allur'd by Maro's manly line 

I ſez in ev'ry thought the graces thine ; 

Muſt I with fcorn a Milton's train peruſe, 
And loath the raptuzes of bis /ater muſe, 
Which borne by fancy wings her towPriag flipht 
O'er cold antiquity's inferior heiglt? 


*Gainſt modern merit with impatient ear 
The taſleieſs pedant's giddy taunts I hear; 
And deem fair poeſy's unrival'd throne 
In ſpite of ancient triumphi—ell our own. 


But — can the ſons cf freedom tamely ſit 

And yield the prize of virtue as of wit! 
Alike, 1njurious to themſelves, impart 
Goodneſs of head, and honeſtly of heart? 

Be our's — in conſcious rapture to proclaim 
Th' Athenian greatneſs, and the Roman. ſame ; 
Be our's -- with pride Ceparied worth to view, 
Yet — give to preſent times th' applauſes due. 
Call forth, ye dotards, from the Grecian fore, 
The maaly orator's ingenuous lore ; 

Inſpir'd by liberty's celeſtial reign 

Pour on her guil:y foes th' avenging ſtrain; 
Truth's rigid frown let gall'd ambition feel, 
And battled tyrants mid their millions kneel ; 

| | Cal. 
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Call forth a Tully, in his country's cauſe 

Who mounts the roſtrum, and aſſerts her laws; 
Tho? bluſhing traitors with a coward fear 
Crouch to the laſh, and tremble, as they hear; 
Tho? wrap'd attention, with a fond deſire, 
Hang o'er each period, as {he ne'er could tire 


2 their's, to /iving worth the palm to quit, 


And woo the thoughts of Camden and of Pitt. 


Tis not the clamor of intemp'rate zeal, 

A random ferment for the pubiic weal ; 

"Tis not the madneſs of a harpy-rout, 

Who damn all meaſures—when themſelves are 

out; | 

'Tis not a boaſting independent tribe, 

Who roar their honor, while they graſp the 
bribe ; ” 

"Tis not a avretch, by titled patrons fed, 

Abſorb'd in int'reſt, and by party led, 

Led like a ſlave, who, lo{ to ev'ry grace, 


Creeps the meer adoww of his maſter's face; 


Looks with Bis eyes, and thinks but with 4:s 
thought, | | 
Acts at a nod, or ſcribles—as he's taught. 
Not ſuch the patriot, he unmov'd by fears _ 
Speaks, what he feels, and is what he appears; 
Se- 
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Serenely bold, amid a hoſt of foes, 


Dares ev'ry locuſt of a court oppoſe; 
\ Bids truth around the throne her radiance fling, 


And from the viper flatt'ry plucks her ſting, 

By wiſdom ſway'd let calm refieQtion roll, 

And dart o'er diſtant realms from pole to pole, 

Explore her country's weal with ſtudicus eye, 

And link, where int'reſt calls, the ſocial tye; 

Let reafon arm'd with maniy ſtrength of heart 
Scrip from tht infidious ſoe—the veil of art; 

To ſraud, to force unknov- ing how to yield, 

Honeſt in council, dauntlef in the field, 

Cruſh the mean wiles of Gaul, the Spaniard's 

pride, | 
And liſt the kingdom, 1 bich ſhe dares to 
guide: 

Let worth, untainted worth, with ſoft control, 

Subcue the boiſt'rous paſſions of the ſoul ; 

Bid fagion hide her heac bid freedom ſpring, 

And poize the rights of ſobject, and of king; 

Nor rob the public, to reward her toils, 


Or fatten minions with their country's ſpoils; 


On candor's baſis build th” exalted plan, 
And crown at once the miniſter, and man: 
Be this the patriot's boaſt—with lib'ral hand, 


Charm'd with the guardian of his native land, 
* The 
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The muſe her conſecrating lay ſhall ſhow'r, 
The muſe that EVER ſpurns the tools of pow'r. 


Yes—yes—abhorrent of the ſtateſman's crimes, 
Bold /atire ſhall inſpire her honeſt rhimes ; 
Unbounded hate ſhall riot in her page, 
Obe all her fuices, and exhauſt her rage 
— Vengeance, putſue- and cruſh the gui! ty 
great, 


Foes to their prince, and ſcorpions of the Rate, 


When law is wreſted from her ſacred courſe, 
And As. lies o'erv-helm'd by force; 
Wen ſubjects fetter'd at Ambition's nod 

As traitors branded mourn Oppreſſion's rod; 


Yor truths, they boldly ſpeak, condemn'd to 


groan... ®% 
Slaves in the land, which Freedom calls her own: 
When mould'ripg into peace, relentiefs war, 
Who drove o'cr half the globe his murd'rous car, 
Drove with a ſavage joy Deſtruction's round, 


Scowl'd o'er the tempeſt, por'd on ev'sy wound, 


And madly revel'd in the wake of blood, 

While proſtrate myriads ſhed their vital flood 

Fil!'d with the baleſul ſcene, not his the Care, . 

The loſs of worlds how Nature ſhould repair; 
When 
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When war, whoſe ſmile amid the dire alarms 


With conqueſt EVER crowns the Britiſh arms, 


7 


And faſcinate a Sovereign's gen'rous mind; 


Reſigns to coaward-torls with laviſh breatt 
The key, that opes the treaſures of the weſt; . 
To tre ch'ry yields the triumphs of the {ighr, 
And gives the pois'nous adder pow'r to bite: 
When venal traitors with a ſhameleſs grace 
Lur'd-by the ſcent of int'reſt ſoar to place; 
Dare on the enttails of their country prey, 
Her weal derefied—while they graſp her pay: 
When ſtate's an auction, in whoſe gilded roll 
The higheſt bidder buys the hireling ſoul ; 
When, meanly upſtart meanneſs to 2dorn, 
Rewver/ions fhine for children ſcarcely born; 
When mangled Ireland feeds a penſion'd crew, 
Her treaſures thrown to thoſe ſhe never knew, 
Or known, muſt loath——when Title's ſplen- 
ad ray | 
Serves the vile purports of coraiel ſway : 
Full o'er the realm when glaring to the eyes 
Stalks furious on———the monſter of exciſe; 
Swells at each ſtep, and hen every 
J ar, | | | 
The darling ſlave of 8 pow'r: 
When nobles unſuſpecting Virtue blind, 
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Turn from their courſe the diflates of his breaſl, 

Whoſe joy —Whoſe pride's—to make a people 
bleſs'd ; 

When ſuch the miniſter—to chain my tongue 

Would ftamp a vid im to the cauſe of wrong; 

This —cenlure's Zra—tims the time deicry, 

When filence is a guilt—ot deepeit die. 


Who wil! — for me — to Sin's unhallow'd train 

May creep in ribaldry's deteiled ſtrain, 

Freely may Ns quill an altar raiſe, 

And damn their mem'ties with his falome 
praiſe; 

Freely, while ſlander he arraigns, abuſe, 

And firut the puny monarch of the rewvs, 

Of ſtature tall, as natnre had deſign'd 

To match with height of frame his height of 
mind, 4 

In union bland where pride, and meanneſcs ſit, 

And rule the pallid kelcton of wit, 

In noon of youth impatient of reward 

His quill he brandiſh'd, and commenc'd a 
bard, | | 5 

Himſelf, the prince of critics, ſkill'd to charm 

He leas'd awhile the Kiſlingbury fam; 

8 But 
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But ſoon indignant of th' j-noller race 
ike laviel'd champ! on quits the land of grace; 
Corr raption (alls—be mounts y rial way, 


1 He 


And yields for worldly kitc—a Seaou'y 
The muſe—how ſhan eful to mater age! 

How por the trifles of poctic rope! 
O'er Granta's ſons in func; docm'd to ſhine 

Fix'd on the mitre's ſmiles he turns divine; 

Vith ſelf icebriate ples his ccm part, 

And foais compleat a Harlurton—in heart. 

Let others toil in virtue's rugged cauſe, 

Vho court her precepts, and adore her laws; 

Let humbler ſouls Religion's rights maintain, 
Unveil her miſt'ries, and ter .truths explain; 
On thoſe be heav'n- born charity imprcſ.'d, 25 
By bleſung others, who themſelves are bleſfy'd, 
Not this the teſ of Naſo— he withſtcod 

Euch . of che heart, which led to gocd; 
"Twas his--to idolize 74 immoral great, 
Prieſt of corruption, pander cf the flate; 
To gild deyotion with a corr!ly glare, 

And 10ar for traytors in the houſe of pray'r; 
Urgorern'deſtill, though crouching to the rod, 
Shame is his glory—int'reſt is his Cd. 
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Shall meek-ey'd Modeſty, the friend of ſenſe, 


Ferl the rude fſcolls of vwor-kleſs impudence? 


The tale muſt Falſhood's want'ning fancy make, 


She knows untrue— and le for lying's ſake? 
Mult vice in ev'ry ſnhape uſurp the foul, 
Muſt fully in each thought triumphant roll? 
Let truth the blackaeſe of a Maſo ſcan, 
And for all vileneſs form'd behold the man. 


For theſe let wealch be ſlow'i'd—let grandeur 
ſuine, 

Fair virtue, harbinger of peace, be mine; 

Be mine 'gaiaſt knaves like theſe to cloſe my 
COLE, 


And Gare with Scott be honel—and be poor, 


S2 | T HE 


T0 % 


„ ͤ „ m V 


ſua laurta Phoeta, 


WITH ancient bards, eſiabl;{t'd names, who ſit, 

Sov? reigns of verſe, and oracles of wit, wa 

Whois worth in childhood we with rev rence 
ican, 

Doom'd to deres them, e're we riſe to man, 

A picus cuſtom, ſanctify'd by time, 5 

Still claims obedience from the ſons of rbyme. 


Whate'er the world den gn'd, the paga Jovs | 
Each godhead ſummon'd to debate above; 
If armies fight, th' uplifted ScaLEs diſplay, 85 
Which hoſt ſhall ſtand, and which ſhall rut 


| away; 

Now to the Greeks the Tiojan force muſt ith; 

Now Troy uſurps the conqueit of the held; 
la 


1 : 
7 
VM! 


T-H:E LAUREA. 261 


In vain —for fate's decree was known to all, 

That Greece ſhould triumph, and that Troy 
mall fail. 

If herces quarrel ſor a captive dame, 

The gods, as ParTr leads, their rage inflame, 


Or ſooth their paſfon—in a veil of cluods 


Her ſacred form the queen of wiſdom ſtirouds, 
And bids her Fav KITE fieath his hir ſword, 
Nor firike, but mouth it with the GR ECIAN lord, 
Achilles and Encas pant in vain, 
To join the fight, and ſcour th' embattled plain, 
*'Till a huge ſhield is forg'd by VV LAN's care, 
That farce a warrior but themſelves could bear: 
PaoteBus the Trojans hates, and hates, we fee, 
Becauſe their king once chous'd him of bis fee. 
Juxo muſt ;11 her darling Grzexs defend, 
Becauſe poor Vexus was the Trojans? friend 
For this, if angry clouds the {ky deform, 
'T was Juno that from malice rais'd the ſtorm; 
When Troy's ſuperior might the Grecians 
prove, | 
Ste whiſpers falſehoods in the ear of Jove ; 
For gods, to gain their ends, with artful plan, 
Would wheedle, ſwear, and fret, as well as man, 
Swiſt footed Mer cu RY, by his father ply'd, 
Flew, as his orders bad, from ſide to fide ; 
IS: Faith- 


252 THE LAUREAT. 


Faithful each tedious mandate he receives, 

Which cautious Jove with nice preciſion gives; 
Mercury his leſion learns, and ſoon is heard 

To utter line for line, and word for word; 

Nor cares a jot, himſelf well-ftock'd with breath, . 
His fick*aing readers tho” he talk to death. + 


The Mops no wonder fondiing moderns love, 
When plaring faults, if ancient, they approve ; 
Dear ancient bards a ſtrict attention draw, 
Their words are genius, and their trains are law; 
Tho' tow'ring Faxcy borne on rapid wing 
High o'er the reach of ſenſe diſdainful ſpring, 
Tho' ſtreams zz per/on rife, and gods come down 
Meer mortal hoſts to ſlaughter, and to drown, 
Or with their brother gods diſpute the day, 
The gentle Venus mingling in the fray ; 

W hate'er romantic ſcenes the page defile, 

From ſneering children which extort a ſmile, 
Moderns, like Pope, will genuine beauties call, 
And find poetic meaning for them all. 


For me, who know not with exacter rule 

To hug for liſe each Wwhimſy learn'd at ſchool, 
Who court not folly, tho? her head ſhe rears, 
Fill'd with the luſtre of a thouſand years, 
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feel the fervor of the Grecian page, 

Which paints ine patriot's worth, the war:ior's 
rape; 

I ſee with pity's ſympathizing ſoul 

AſeRion's tide in HecTor's boſom roll; 

See torn to battle from a virtuous wife 

Tie huſband, parent, and the Max at ſtrife; 

Tuzzz plows CxssEs' thought with manly 
ebe, 

There ſober NE; TOR's placid eloquence 

Thnece bighiy rais'd on her poetic throne 

DescareTiON, ſailing, ſpeaks the BAR D her 
On. | | 


When poliſh'd Marofirikes his ſofter lyre. 

The charms of ſoff'ting worth my ſoul inſpire, 

Wich bears reßgu'd each horror of the plain, 

And all the tumultes of the roaring main, 

While anguiſh labots in the T'rcjan's breaſt, 

His foes triumphant, and his friends oppreſs'd, 

Ulis country in the Cul —wvith warmth divine 

] feel the patiiot breathe in ev'ry line; 

While ſtill ſubmiüve found to heav?n's control 

He keers the ſteady tenor of his ſoul, 

Pleas'd we behoid,each threat'ning danger paſs'd, 

That virtue meets her full reward at laſt, 
ES: When 
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When ſuch the themes which ancient bards 
| purſue, bees 

With awe their majeſty of verſe I vjew ; 

Let aiding Govs their ſacred influence ſhow'r 

On Rtrains well worthy a celeſtial pow'r; 

Myſelf ev'n now demand Apollo's care, 

And ſeat the godhead in the critic's chair, 

My ſubject verſe, I woo his fond regard 

To paint the features of the Moptrn Barn; 

To draw the charms of conſcious worth to 

light, 

And level dullneſs in the ſhades of night; 

Be his the taſk to point the muſe's fires, 

A theme direQting, which himſelf inſpires. 


And thou, O Reaſon, levd thy facred hand, 
And guide me wand'ring thro? poetic land; 
Oa worthleſs rhymers no applaule be ſhed, 

No laurel wreath be torn from merit's head, 
With eavious ſneer no trivial faults be ſhewn, 
To blaſt a genius greater than my own 

Give me, fecure of fear, the bard to ſcan, 
While trath and freedom conſecrate my plan, 


| The Gop,was ſat; ſenſe, beaming in his face. * 
Transfas'd-a double luſtre on his PLA; 
l N e His 
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His calm compoſure, and demeanor bland, 

Inſpir'd a love, and rev';ence of command; 

Unſhaken guardian of POETIC laws | 

The judge ne'er ſunk a parry to the cauſe; 

Pride was his hate, and ingocence his care, 

—]JuUSTICE might ſay her fav'tite PRATT was 
there. 


Faſt by his fide the heav*nly Nine reſort, 

Th? attendant ccuncil of the poet's court, 
Frizacs of the Gep, and partners of his toil, 
Unſkill'd fair merit of her rights to ſpoil, 
Their ſupple tongues 10 blackeſt themes to ſait, 
And ſhame the witueſs they can neer con ſute, 
Deal ſlandeis, white they plead, and dare diſplay 
The rankeſt libels to the face of day, 

Bully wich fiont of braſs, and nod the head, 
With _ and winks miſlead.ng, and miſled, 


Now ſounds the trumpet from the breath of 
FAME, | of 

To modern rhymers ſcarcely known hs name; 

(By earlieſt bards beſtow'd their darling queen 

Without her trumpet never yet was ſeen) 

Struck with its voice around the RIVAL band 


Preſs to the lautel, and the prize demand. 


From 
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From German plains (true genirs loves to roam, 

V hen envy grudges the reward at home) 

Himſelf a great academy of £1] 

Steps ſmitking to the prize imperial Hill. 

* Britons, rejvice—what boot the charms of 
wealth? 

« To me ye owe that beſt of bleſſings, health; 

«© The maddlieg door with important face 

« Pores o'er his patient, and miſtakes the caſe; 

« *T:s mine—Preſcriptions for the WORLD tO 
draw, | . 

„ And heal the pangs of thoſe I never ſaw, 

« Why various cures, ye college-drones, pro- 
cla m, | 

« Each lurking ill al ke in ev'rv frame? 

„ Britons, rejoice ; diſeaſe's phantoms vield—- 

« At once my brain's impenetrable fiieid 

„% Wards ev':y biow—fe;l Govi's iafidious dart 

% Plays round the limbs, but flies not to tue 


heart; 
„ Each cloud 3s vaniſh'd from the front of 
„ Splecn, 


« And youths of ninety friſk with gay nie- 
teen. 5 
« See! ſtubborn Scurvy quits her native ſoil, 
« Ghaſtly Conſumption fattens Cer my toil; 
x | 4% No 
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«© No more the flutt'ring heart, ye virgins, dread, 
« Ye foplings, fear no giddineſs of head: 
„ Familiar ſweets the welcom'd taſte engage, 

« Your bees find honey, and your gardens, ſage, 
« FEcftatic Feverfew, *tis thine to raiſe 

(Tho! laſt, A ind ſpirit, not the leaſt thy praiſe) 
The Nerves? diſſolving ſyſtem—thine to pour 
Life's genial ſtream on Palſy's dying hour. 


« When lov'd Aus calls, with ſolid plan 

« (Awhile ſuſpended from the weal of man, 

© Though here my boall—a waſte of health en- 

| joy'd, 

„ Small were our bliſs, by wiſdom unemploy'd) 

Intent th' Anatomy of herbs I view, 

« Each vegetative ſecret ope at Kew. 

„Mid beaus, and belles my micro/copic eye 

be Deep in the fibres of the tree can pry, 

« Each embryo-ſcyon, e're it ſhoot, can ſpeak, 

And point with magic art—the ſtrong from 
weak, | 

% Bid /o/ter box adorn th' elaſtic heel, 

«« And /e/i4 oak the tempeſt-beaten Keel. | 
* Hail, monarch of thegrore! when diſtant time, 
Or gaming ſpendthrifis tear thee from our 

_ clime, | pa noone 
C6 What 
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4% What tow' ring rival ſhall like thee ſaftain 
«« For Britain's arm the empire of the main? 


«© Chang'd be the ſcene, in Wit's ignobler realm 


4 My own Inſpector triumphs at the helm 3 


« I graſp ſecure the Meta phyſic thorn, 


« While heav'nly Thoughts the heav'nly theme 


| adorn; | 
©« TheMuſe! fair reaſon ſpurns the chiming flow, 
** Ne'er could the ſoul of Hill deſcend fo low.” 


Peace, babler, cries the god ;—the hallow'd Nine 


Fot ſuch as thee forſake their throne divine? 


For ſuch as thee th' immortal laurel raiſe ? 


— Thyſelf alone be doom'd thyſelf to praiſe— 


Yet—Phyfſic's pow'r commands—for profit's ſake 
Still cook thy tinctures, and thy noſtrums make; 
Fancy, thy beſt of friends, ſucceſs inſures, - 


Harmleis the drug— tis vap'riſh folly cures, 


Is botany thy toil ? be thine to trace 


Each weed, that bloſſoms o'er Creation's face; 


Endue the plant with nale, and female pow'rs, 
And prattle bawdry over bed; of flow'rs: 


The wreath another muſt adorn—he ſaid, 
And plung'd the boaſter to Oblivion's ſhade. 


With placid brow ſerenely through . PER & 


Advancing—to the court politely bow'd 


The 


...  ____— — — ͥ f — —— tm ——— — 
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The tall lank Sado of a lordly bard, 

Aſſur'd by FLATT'Rx of the great :eward, 
„What ſtrains melifluous warble on his tongue! 
« Ye ſighing lovers liften to his fong ! | 
« In PasT'RAL eaſe his ſugar'd lays diſpenſe 
„The pureſt ſweets of rural innocence ! 

« Tun'd by the nine his MORAL leſſon charms, 
No ſatire vexes, and no rage alarms; 

„ Nat'ral as TyevcriTE's his numbers roll, 

« Yet ſmooth as Maxo's they allure the ſou]. 


A fainter praiſe theſe youth/ul ſcenes proclaim, 


03 Lucy's hapleſs grave he builds his fame; 


« There wildly regular ih' elegiac muſe _ 
Loſt in a waſte of woe the ſtrain purſues; 
Each drooping willow on the bank that grows, 
« Each bird that warbles, andeach wind that blows, 
* Each flow'ry landſcape, and each murm'ring 
ſtream, „00 
« Aſſt this chi ſter PærRARCRH“s darling theme,” 
So rang th' applauſes of a noiſy rout 
Of puny ſervil witlings from without ; | 
While Fame with wonder heard the coxcombs 
plead, | 1 
And thus Apollo and the Nine decreed. 


« If we, O ba'd, in this degen'rate time, 
% When follies thrive, and genius is a crime, 
| „ When 
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«c 


cc 


FL 
«c 


4 


When worth is baniſh'd, ignorance polite, 
And lords are ſcarcely taught to read and 
write, 
If we with ſmiles thy polifl'd verſe inſpire, 
And tune to harmony thy humbler lyre, 
While ſtricter virtue frowns not on thy lays, 
Content be thine; the Court confirms thy 
praiſe. | 
But if thy ſoul ambitious thoughts purſue, 
And fondly claim the LAUREL as thy due, 
'Tis his — whoſe genius, Kkindiing in its 
courſe, 


Soars on triumphant wings with eagle force, 


And boaſts, while animated numbers roll, 
That ſeaſt of fancy, and that glow of ſoul, 
Which bids the bard with rays ſuperior ſhine, 
And lamps th' immortal iav'rite of the Nine, 


Ev'n judgement fees, when Lucy filis thy 
heart, | | 
Nature, where moſt ſhe pleaſes, yield to art; 
And fighing o'er deſcription's labor'd plan, 
The poet owns, but cannot find the an.“ 


True friend and patron of rebellion's cauſe, 
Screen'd by ſelf. exile from his country's laws, 


. Foe, 
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Foe, till a courtter, to the courtly race, 

And foe to penſions, till he gain'd a place, 

Now d-pe to ſtateſmen who exalts his head, 
Belov'd of SCOTLAND, and by ScoTLAnD fed, 
With brain of miſchief, and with heart of gall, 
Flew chavgeliag WRHITERTAPD to the trumpet's 
call, | 


In vain he boaſts the peerleſs rays which ſhine, 
And fill the glories of his manly line, 

Bo'dly uſurping with wm anner'd pride 

Th' ingenuous Mantxens he to all deny'd; 


In vain his lays witn Hoxor's dictates roll, 


While int'reſt guides each motion of the foul ; 
In vain the muſe on tow'ring pinion ſprings, | 
Diſgracing nobles, and deſpiſing kings, 
While MERir claims th'applauſe, which faction 


| gave, | 
And he who vaunts his freedom droops a ſlave; 


—Ne'er ſhall theLAuREL fink the wretch's prize, 
Who ſpurns his ſov'reign, and his friend denies, 


With ſprucer aſpect, and ſerener air, 
From ſilken toilettes of the liſping fair, 


Where luring ſcenes his eaſy lines impart, 


And to ſoft raptures warm the love-ſick heart, 
His 
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His placid nameſake pac'd ; the tuneful ſong 
In praiſe of ſelf thus ſmoothly trill'd along. 


4. ( 
46 
«c 


4c 


If ſmiles from ſtateſmen, or my king's regard 

Enhance the merits of a courtly bard ; 

Apollo's favor well thoſe ſtrains may meet, 

Which rais'd the poet to the Laureat's ſeat ; 

The LAUuREAT's name no more reproaches 
load, 

No Cibber's nonſenſe blaſts the birth - d ay 


ode; 


Again the tragic muſe uprears her head, 


And ſounds the Mem'ry of the Par RIOT 
dead; 

Again in all the majeſty of woe 

With moral grace th' elegiac numbers flow; 

Now Sarikz's frown wy bolder page in- 
ſpires, 

Expands my ſoul, and fills me with her fires ; 

Mark ! how my numbers {well ! my thoughts 
enlarge! 

While ſubjeR poets feel their maſter's 
Crarce!” 


Simp'ring he clos'“ ; his voice with magic ſound 
Puur'd. univerſal lethargy. around; 


So. 


J 
* 
5 
5 
* 

77 
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Se calm he liſps! ſo lullingly he ſings! 

So /ine his art of ſaying pretty things! 

— Nor ROMAN FATHER'' could the crowd 
awake; . 

Nor even Creuſa's Notes” the ſlumber break. 


IIigh o'er the ſplendid court, uprais'd by Fa uf, 
Hung faithful pictures of each ancient's name, 
Whole moral lays the gen'rous paſſions mov'd, 


. Q'erpowr'd the fancy, or the heart improv'd, 


Bards, who ſtill triumph o'er each diflant coaſt, 
Th” Athenian glory, and the Roman boait ; 5 
Theſe the ſtern Joungon. ey'd, and Ralk'd 
along, | 
The huge Coloſſus o'er an abject thrones 
This band with conſcious joy a PENns19N vore, 
And graſp'd the idol, which it loath'd before ; 
Fell in the midſt, all-glorious to behold, - 
Shone**STEVART's” name in characters of gold; 
This held a roll, Where wits of highelt note 
Subſcrib'd for what 2 Jennees might he Vs 
* corote; : f 
Freely the caſh they gave, he e took, | 
Ne'er doom'd to view the money, or the book + 
The book !—behold the labor'd page diſplay' d, 


| ans pate s eclipſe—by critic dullneſs made. 


TP «Ys 
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„ Ye ſycophants, avaunt, complete at home 

« Why ſhould we hug the ſhades of Greece and 
Rome ? | 

« If chaſte correction grace the TRA01% page, 

«© Unrival'd ftill IX EXE treads the ſtage ; 

% Free tho? her ſtrains from fancy's wildneſs 
roll, 

« And the fine frenzy of a Shakeſpeare's ſoul 

«© Yet nature triumphs, undebauch'd by art, 

And gains the palm, where judgement rules 

the heart. 
„% What tho' her haple/5 1 proclaim at once 
„The witling's ſneer, and cenſures of the 
dunce; 

„ Still Reacon's ſmile the ſpotleſs page ſhall 
crown, 

4 And well requite the malice of the town. 

„ How ſpring the flames of ſatire, when 1 

deign „„ 
or To pour the vengeance of the Roman 


STRAIN |! 
« Firm foe to folly, and the ſcourge of crimes, 
] laſh corruption, and J purge the times; 
To viftue's paths I guide the ſons of men; — 
Truth warms my foul, and wiſdom rules my 
pen: : A $9. 4 
% —Trem- 
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% —Tremble, ye circlirg fops, at Jonnson's 
name ; 
« Forego your wiſhes, and aſſiſt my claim,” 


Frowning he clos'd, expectant of the prize : 
His ſuit the court attends with conſcious ſighs, 
That pride ſhould blaſt the praiſe, which merit 
won, 
And all that genius gain'd, by rancor be un- 
done. 


From garret high, where dullneſs on her throne 
Smiles o'er his ſtrains, and marks them for her 

own; 

Where cloth'd in envy's mib he loves to ſit 

Witleſs himſelf, to ſcoff at others? wit; 

Hunt ſacred learning down, as lawful game, 

And fix by cenſures—in immortal fame; 

Wedded to guilt, and leagu'd with impudence, 

Then low'ring moſt, when moſt the dearth of 
ſenſe, | 

(As Scottiſh firs with vig'rous Rrength abound 

More ſagely planted in a barren ground) 

Where poverty invites combining elveg 

To ſpurn, what genius — praiſe ame 


ſelves; 3 
. g For 
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For daily bread at merit's hated mark 

To level poiſon'd arrows in the dark; 

With ſneers and frowns the fierce attack renew, 
And form at laſt a pitiful rewienw : 

His leaden Gr1rriTHs dozing at his fide, 

The pert, prim LaxcHorNE came in prieſtly 


pride. 


Smoothly he ſpeaks of /oft ambrefral bow”rs, 

Of Rreams meand” ring, and of fragrant flow'r:s; 
With rapt'rous deſcant prattles Mus1c's praiſe, 
And melts in harmony's melliflucus phraſe ; 
While the fond nothings trill, in ſprightly vein, 
Belov'd ailiteration's luring rain, 


The floods, the woods reſound with am'rous breath 

Each figh of Venus on Adonis' death; 

Sweet folly gives the nod, the numbers ſoar 

Invoking paſtoral to a barren ſhore ; 

The ſtrains of Ethics? ſullen muſe admit 

No ray of genius, and no ſpark of wit, 

Nor through the ſlumb'ring piece one thought 
we find, | 

To feaſt dhe judgement, or enlarge the mind. 

The lay ſtill ambling awild deſcription's round 

Blaſts ev'ry ſhrub, that blooms on fable's ground; 

| Wooes 


THE LAUREAT. 277 


Wooes meet-cy'd Flora from her ſweets to wait 

A toilette ſycophant—of Hertford's fate 

While the dull morals philcſophic gloum 

Swells the deep horrors— of the convent's tomb, 

With {miles Apollo and the Nine ſervey'd 

The rhyming trifler, the poetic ſhade ; 

| And call th' iadulgent zephyr's genial gale 

To ſnield from vader thies—this lilly of the 
voale. 


Now Ralk'd, preſumptuous at the ſcent of gain, 
Pleas'd wich their brother's fate, aScottiſh train; 

His deareſt friend a Scotſman would diſgrace, 
When ſelf's the plea, and int'teſt in the caſe, 


Firſt—ſlave profeſt of folly and of pride, 

« Mine is the laurel,” Hun inſulting cry'd ; 
Proofs of his worth the court with anger views 

Three leaden ſlumbers of the zragic muſe, 

His fruitleſs boaſt the wwretched ſcenes declare, 

And all his fond defires—are loſt in air. 


Next MALLET came ; rank flatt'ry in his breaſt, 

Bute was his idol, freedom was his jeſt ; 

| Son g5, poems, odes, their feeble pow'rs diſplays 

Stitf affectation clouds the pedant lay. 
e Some 
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Some lucid intervals proclaim him fit 

For gleams of genius, and a flaſh of wit; 

Yet—earlier praiſe maturer Jabors croſs'd, 

And what Amintor gain'd, Elvira loſt : 

Ev'n Truth in proltituted dullneſs creeps, 

Herſelf ſtill flumb'ring, while her reader 
ſleeps. | 


SMOLLETT enrob'd in ſable garb appears, 

And ſtains the muſe with Caledonia's tears; 
Unhappy bard ! a William's fame ſhall ſoar, 
Till worth and valor ſhall be known no more; 
Till grateful mem'ry's from the foul expell'd, 
And traitors 4-ep the place, which patriots held. 


From Is is' flow'ry banks, of tuneful fame 

Two brothers flew, and WaRTON was the 
name, | 

Sweet is the muſic of the manly line, 

Where Oxford's confecrated triumphs ſhine ; 

Where ſhades of patriots from the tomb ariſe, 

And learning's vot'ries beam before our eyes: 

Ah! why, where Mair glow'd, ſhould Pac- 

Ton ſpread, 

And the degen rate living ſhame 15 dead ! 


Amid 
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Amid the darkling ſhades I joy to rove, 

In melancboly wrapt, the ſilent grove; 

On pleaſure's wing let worldly fancies roll, 

I court the ſober muſings of the ſoul; 

And cry, whenWarton pours the penſive ſtrains, 
'Tis thus the ſacred voice of Young complains. 


Yet oft, too richly dreſs'd, his thoughts diſplay 
The labor'd language of DescrieTION?s lay; 
Ihe tinſel epithets too glaring ſhine, 
And damp the fervors of a manly line; 

While *mid creative genius” wild career 

Ihe judgement he ſuſpends, to lure the ear. 


To numbers, glimm'ring with a milder fire, 
T he kindied poet wakes his humble lire; 
Now warm ambition wooes the Mantuan train 
To trip in pa{l'ral o'er the Britifþh plain; 
Yet ſtill with fairer charms, in ErxRoR's ſpite, 
A Dxrven's muſe true genius muſt delight. | 
Now lukewarm Op; in placid languor flows, 
No frenzy rouſes, and no rapture glows ; 
Unleſs—where Faxcy with a MiLTon's art 
Spreads all her beauties, and o'erpow'rs the 
heart. | | 


T 4 Cl. ſe 
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Cloſe ruſh'd behind a band, whoſe lays diſpenſe 
Rhymes without wver/z, and numbers withoutſenſe; 
Juvenile bards, but newly come from ſchool, 
Maturer age, that loves to play the fool ; 

And wits, who cooking the poetic meſs 

For folly's taſte th' unſeaſon'd Sausact dreſe. 


At Cam's lethargic pool a tuneful train 

Fly from the bed of ſloth, the prize to Zain; 5 
Majeſtically {ad th' elegiac lay 

| Melts into tears, and owns her fav'rite Grar ; - 
Behind her, Opk imyetucus in her courſe 
Thrills the full boſom with a Pindar's force; 

| Uanbounded fancy ſoars on eagle wings, 
And points the chequer'd line of Eogliſh kings: 
— Purſue him, genius, thro” the blaze of light 
Too glaring for the pow'rs of—vulgar fight. 


Maſon advanc'd—in manhood's earlier hours 

Muſzas rouſes his poetic pow'rs; 

Elfrida's ſmiles of winning charms poſſeſs'd 

Bid conſcious rapture kindle in the breaſt : 

Thus ſhone the glories of a Mason's prjjne, 

Tre ruling fav'rite 'mongtt the ſons of rhyme. 

But lee! the moral, melancholy ſong, 

With languid lep half-palſy'd draw! along. 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe numbers, like the Shores. fringing 

well, | 
Of fame departed ring the dcleful knell; 

| See the warm ſpirit, which luxuriant glow'd, 

To muſic melting in a flow'ry ode, 

Where fozeer DxsckIPTIox pals upon the 
mind, 

And Sense O'erpow'r'd by Fancy lags be- 
hind, | 


With face, that never knew the bluſh of ſhame, 
With tongue, that loves to ſound its maſter's 
name, 
Each Greck and Roman at his fingers? ends, 
Stor'd with ALL knowledge, chief of learning” 3 
+« friends; © 

The motley Score burns for the great 2D. 

At once a prieſt, a ſtateſman, and a bard, 

To 1M in wiftonary (trains *twas givin. 

To make a flow'ry paradiſe of heaven, 

While fancy with unbridled wildneſs roves 

Ober amber fireams, and amaranthine groves 3 

He walks on ethic Satire's hackney'd road, 

And gently paces thro? the fields of Ode, 

In labor'd hymns the duteous verſe diſplays 

At once his Savior's and his Sov'reign's praiſe. 
With 
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With ſondling zeal another's fancies ſhewn, 

. Perily he calls the pretty things lis on, 

« — Jo ue, ye bards, he cries, the wreath 
reſign, 

& Give me, Apollo, what by worth is mine;” 

Boaſling the laurel, where the judge was wi/e, | 

Far eaſier to be gain'd, than Seaton's prize. 


Hark! dear ambition calls—no more be thine, 
Stripling, to woo the proſtituted nine; 
What ſoul of awor/dly knowledge would reſort 
To ſcatier incenſe at the Muſes” court ? 
Here not a penſion InT'REsST can behold, 
Praiſe is their wealth, the laurel is their gold; 
And Fame's reward, which after death they give, 
Is nought to thoſe, who now alone would live, 
Go. then, and truckle to a ſlave of ſtate, 
Go, haunt tie glitt'ring levees of the great, 
To ev'ry change thy ſupple prudence ſuit, 
And, when a Pitt's expell'd, adore a Bute; 
For æoriting, preaching ſure to be preferr'd _ 
Chiefly by Sandwich—for He keeps his word: 
Keeps it all ſacrec—lo! the pulpit's charms + 
With zerfeld luſtre tempt thee to its arms, 
Tempt thee to quit the venal ſcenes of ſtrife 
For ſofter raptures—in the vale of life; 
9 > 


THE LAUR EAT. 283 


To warm with holy zeal Nortbumbria's ſwains, 
* Guide of the flock—the Whitefield of the 
plains. | 


A pedant hum'riſt, bred in Johnſon's ſchool, 
Skill'd in the note of coxcomb, puppy, fool; 
The penſive Golaſmith quits Helvetia's plains, 
Where wrap'd in rudeſt deſerts Nature feigns, 
And niggard tep-dameclothes the peaſants? heart 
In weeds of wild fimplicity—where art 
Ne'er ſweetens diſcord, tho? de poer's ear 
Entranc'd the harmony of ſong could hear. 


Each little triumph of the cheerful cot, 

The calm of innocency's humbler lot, 

Spring's flow'ry bloom, and zephir's foſt'ring 

gale, 

The hill's proud ſummit, and the modeſt vale, 

The homely villager's unpoliſh'd jeſt, 

The hermit, happy in a mind at reſt, 

The vicar bland, whoſe hoſpitable door 

Allures his neighbor, and invites the poor, 

(Poor tho? the donor, lib'ral is the mite) 

Learning his wealth, inftruQion bis delight, 

he theſe a Goldſmith's toil—the Muſe will raiſe 
Th' ingenuous theme, and join—a-nation's praiſe, 

| | Ay 5 But 

* Vir gregis Ipſe Caper. Vid. 
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But when the Traw'ler, with contratted looks 

Plans the wide lab'rinth of the /eu/ from books, 

On fancy builds the moralizing thought, 

Earth's dregs alone with focial virtues fraught ; 

When ſave philoſophers, like foplings, ro2m 

To bring ſtale foreron prejudices home, 

With ills a realm of happineſs diſgrace, 

Joy in its ſcenes, and plenty in its face; 

When to be wealthy is but to be curs'd, 

Oppreſion's wworm by Heaven's indulgence 
nurs'd, 

And ſons of grandeur, deaf to mercy, reign 

Fiends to the poor, and tytants of the plain; 

When thoſe, in en 5 1 whoſe end 
breath, 

Deſpondent fly to ſlav'ry, want, and death; 

The Muſe ſelf-exil'd from her fav'rite iſe 

To climes, where genius never deign'd a fmile ; 

When ſuch the poet's viſionary theme, 

Tho? fill'd with Helicon's luxuriant ſtream 

The claffic murmurs flow—the tuneful zeal 

Claims not the palm, 'rill reaſon ſets her ſeal, 


As ſoon the page to Parnell” fame Niould 
| ſpread, 

By Pope ſcarce reſcu'd from th' in 8 dead; 
EP As 


3 io 
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As ſoon abridge proud Rome's hiſtoric ſtore, 
And crop the triumphs of my native ſhore ; 
As ſoon with praiſe a Tory St. John crown, 
On St. John's Irreligion ceaſe to frown. 


Authors of note, and bards without a name, 

By Dodſley's kindneis uſher'd into fame, 

The gentle paſtimes of ſome drefling beau, 

With conſcious pride their motley labors ſhew. 

Some foes, like Weſt, to modern merit chime 

The rugged language of Eliza's time, 

Such Spenſer's bold creative ſtrain inſpires, 

Who never felt a ſpark of Spen/er's hres, 

Some, whom the charms of rural objects move, 

Thro' the gay mead of paſt'ral ballad rove ; 

But in Heir ſick'ning numbers we deplore, 

That Shenſtone, friend of nature, is no more. 

Some fops array'd in ſofteſt ſilks appear, 

And whiſper ſonnets in a lady's ear, 

Another ſmartly trims his pretty lays, 

And friſks for childhood o'er the riddle's maze, 

With manly flight here CoLLins' numbers 

ſpring, 

There ſinks an epigram without a ſting, 

Some bid, like Jenvns, happy pairs advance, 

And form, inſtructive Har Ts, th' exacter dance, 
Or 
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Or when the muſe's ſprightlier whimſies fail, 

"Their fancies flatten to a moral tale, 

Cooper with affectation's flimſy grace 

Fringes his lines, and tricks them out with lace, 

Sweet o'er his verſe the choiceſt flowrets bloom 

In wild luxuriance round azHAKESPEARE's tomb; 

Jodgement's by hot imagination ſpurn'd, 

And AR ISTIPPus to a coxcomb turn'd. 

Slumb'ring o'er MarRioT's quill ſee! Horace 
flows | 1 | 

In all the emptineſs of chiming proſe ; 

Captains transform'd from boyiſh gods ariſe, 

And pretty fancies charm the virgin's eyes. 


A bard approaches, whoſe ſatiric lay 

Nameleſs is ſeen juſt breaking into day, 

Freely of all he thought, and (ftrange the whim 1 
He deem'd that all might freely think of him; 
Virtue he lov'd—to her celeſtial pow'r 

He bows ſubſervient, and devotes his hour; 
Fraud was his hate, and to contempt were hurl'd 
The ſneaking cenſures of a prattling world, 


Scarce ripen'd into man with fond regard 
He wooes the numbers of the * Roman bard, 
Juvenal. 


Who 
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Who ſcourg'd corruption, and made follies 

| known 

In times, that frown'd degen'rate as our own, 

Now FritxDsSHiP s ſocial joys his verſe purſues, 

Now worthleſs Pxie:THOOD animates his muſe, 

The muſe, that glorying in an HongsT name, 

A Clodio and a Kidgell damns to ſhame; 

Now freedom calls—he pours th' avenging 
ſtream 

On ba/e eppreſion, PxIvILE GE his theme, 

And dares in fell Corruption's haggard face 

The PoLIiTiCian's genuine features trace. 

In vain—the lines like prenr'd copies fall 

Before their maſter's great original, 

When CHURCHILL comes—with careleſs * 
he mov'd, 

Not fame adoring, but by fame belov'd; 

Sneer'd by the fopling, loath'd by courtly tools, 

Of wits the envy, and the dread of fools, 

Ne'er ſooth'd by flatt'ry, and unaw'd by force, 

With manly boldneſs he maintain'd his courſe; 

Public applauſe confirms the poet's claim, 

And ranks him foremoſt in the rolls of fame. 


Strait thro? the court the buzz of Scax DAI flies, 
| And ſnarling * critics join the cries; 
3 % The 
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4 The bard who SarIRE writes is ſure to 


plea'e, 

4 When rancor calls, the numbers law with 
eaſe ; | 

« ?T1s but to ſpring, where merit rears her 
head, 


4 And rhyming malice by the WorrD is fed.“ 
ANOTHER mourning with invidious ſneer 
That hobbling verſes wound a nicer ear 
Wiſhes the bard had labor'd to refine, 

And melt to muſic his melodious line. 


Some hate the ſtrain (with ſpotleſs virtue 
bleſs'd) 

Becauſe its author's morals they deteſt; 

As if the reader with a ſurgeon's art 

To feel the work ſhould probe the writer 5 
heart; 

Should bid each ſlighteſt aQion glare to view, 

Nor judge the poet, till the man they knew. 


*Gainſt merit murm'ring while theſe inſets 
plead, 
Apo Lo calmly roſe, and thus er 


With manly ſtrength when ſolid numbers roll, 
Reflection charm, and ſeize the very ſoul, 
When 


THE LAUREAT. 289 
When fancy's richeſt ſtores the TRHOUOHrT-s in- 
ſpire, 
The glow of genius, and the muſe of fire 
Tranſport me from mylelf—a CHURCHILL' 5 
{train | 
Bids varying paſſions ruſh in ev'ry vein, 
Let critics leagued with dullneſs hand in hand 
Lay merit waſte, and ravage learning's land ; 
The ſouls, who wooe the nine, ſhall ever fear | 
Io check imagination's bold career, | 
Nor from ſurrounding Au hall dare refrain, e | 
To cull the weeds, thin-ſcatter'd o'er the plain. 


Ye AcrToxs, glaring faults who deign to mend, | | 

Remark your cenſor, as the public friend, | 

For what amuſement can poor mortals find, 

If avorthle/s play'rs with W—— plays are 
join'd? N 

Bend, ye reviewers, bend, whoſe ranc'rous mirth 

Would blaſt fair genius at her earlieſt birth ; 

| Laſh'd by perfection's ſtrains, ye Scotimen, 
bleed, | | 

Quit England's wealth, and hug your native 
TwEED. 

Let grandeur droop, who with inſidious art 

Would fix the dagger in her country's heart ; 

5 U : Let 
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Let folly's em pire tremble to its baſe, 
And guilt in gloom eternal hide her face. 


For you, ye monarchs, from the morn of youth 
Bred up by ſtateſmen to be foes to truth; 
Who feel no ills your ſubjects? peace alarm, 
When foul oppreſſion rears her iron arm, 

See! full to view the STEVART lineage ſprings, 
And learn to love your country, and be“ KIN Gs. 


Take then, the LAUREL take, illuſtrious bard, 
The muſes crown thee with thy worth's reward; 
Thine be the prize for en vy muſt allow, 
What matchleſs DRY DEN was, is CHURCHILL 
now. | 
* Gotham, Book III, 
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